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The Scene 

YES, of conrse it is an expepiment! But 
it 18 made in corpore vili. It is not 
irreparable, and there is no reason, more 'b the 
L-P'ty> wV I shouid not please myself. I will 
|sBk — it ia a rhetorical ({uestion which needs 
pto answer — what is a hapless bachelor to do, 
)irlio is professionally occupied and tied down 
a certain place for just half the year? 
What is he to do with the other half? I can- 
not live on in my college rooms, and I am not 
» compelled to do bo for economy. 1 Lave near 
relations and many friends, at whose houses I 
should be made welcome. Bnt I cannot be 
like the wandering dove, who fonnd no re- 
pose. I have a great love of my independence 
and my liberty. I love my own fireside, my 

t chair, my own books, my own way. It 
h 
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is little short of tortnre to hove to conform to 
the rtiles of other households, to fall in with 
other people's arrangements, to throw my 
pen down when the gong sounds, to make my- 
self agreeable to fortuitous visitors, to be led 
whither I would not. I do this, a very little, 
because I do uot desire to lose touch with my 
kind; but then my work is of a sort which 
brings me into close touch day after day with 
all sorts of people, till I crave for recollection 
and repose; the prospect of a round of visits 
is one that fairly unmans me. No doubt it 
implies a certain want of vitality, but one doea 
not increase one's vitality by making over- 
drafts upon it; and then, too, I am a slave to 
my pen, and the practice of authorship is in- 
consistent with paying viaits. 

Of course, the obvious remedy is marriage; 
but one cannot marry from prudence, or from 
a sense of duty, or even to increase the birth- 
rate, which I am concerned to see is diminish- 
ing. I am, moreover, to be perfectly frank, 
a transcen den tali st on the subject of marriage. 
I know that a happy marriage is the finest and 
noblest thing in the world, and I would resign 
all the conveniences I possess with the utmost 
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x^eadinesB for it. But a great passion oaniiot 
lie the result of reflection, or of desire, or even 
of hope. One canuot argue oneself into it; 
one must be carried away. " You have never 
let yourself go," says a wise and gentle aunt, 
"^vhen I bemoan my unhappy fate. To which 
I reply that I have never done anything else. 
J have lain down in streamlets, I have leapt 
into silent pools, I have made believe I was 
in the presence of a deep emotion, like the 
dear little girl in one of Reynolds's pictures, 
"who hugs a fat and lolling spaniel over an 
inch-deep trickle of water, for fear he should 
Ite drowned, I do not say that it ia not my 
fault. It is my fault, my own fault, my own 
great fault, as we say in the Compline confes- 
sion. The fault has been an over-sensibility. 
1 have desired close and romantic relations so 
much that I have dissipated my forces; yet 
when I read such a book as the love-letters of 
Robert Browning and Elizabeth Barrett, I 
realise at once both the supreme nature of the 
gift, and the hopelessness of attaining it un- 
teas it be given; but I try to complain, as the 
beloved mother of Carlyle said about her 
health, as little as possible. 
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Well, then, aa I say, what is a reluctant 
bachelor who loves hie liberty to do with him- 
aelf? I cannot abide the life of towns, tliongh 
I live in a town half the year. I like friends, 
and I do not care for acquaintances. There 
is no conceivable reason why, in the pursuit 
of pleasure, I should frequent social euter- 
tainments that do not amnse me. What have 
I then done? I have done what I liked best. 
I have taken a big roomy house in the quietest 
country I coold find. I have furnished it 
comfortably, and 1 have hitherto found no 
difficulty in inducing my friends, one or two 
at a time, to come and share my life. I shall 
have something to say about solitude presently, 
hot meanwhile I will describe my hermitage. 

The old Isle of Ely lies in the very centre 
of the Fens. It is a range of low gravel hills, 
shaped roughly like a human hand. The river 
runs at the wrist, and Ely stands just above 
it, at the base of the palm, the fingers stretch- 
ing out to the west. The fens themselves, vast 
peaty plains, the bottoms of the old lagoons, 
made up of the accumulation of centuries of 
rotting water-plants, stretch round it on every 
side; far away you can see the low heights of 
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Brandon, the Newmarket Downs, tlie Gogma- 
£0g8 behind Cambridge, the low wolds of 
HnntiogdoD. To the north the interminable 
plain, through which the rivers welter and the 
great levels run, stretches up to the Wash. 
So slight is the fall of the land towards the 
sea, that the tide steals past me in the huge 
Hundred-foot cut, and makes itself felt as far 
south as Earith Bridge, where the Ouse comes 
leisurely down with its clear pools and reed- 
beds. At the extremity of the southernmost 
of all the fingers of the lale, a big hamlet clus- 
ters round a great ancient church, whose blunt 
tower is visible for miles above its grove of 
sycamores. More than twelve centuries ago 
an old saint, whose name I think was Owen 
— though it was Latinised by the monks into 
OvinuB, because he had the care of the sheep, 
— kept the flocks of St. Etheldreda, qneen and 
abbess of Ely, on these wolds. One does not 
know what were the visions of this rude and 
ardent saint, as he paced the low heights day 
by day, looking over the monstrous lakes. At 
night no doubt he heard the cries of the 
mareh-fowl and saw the elfln lights stir on 
the reedy flats. Perhaps some touch of fever 
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kindled his visions; but he raised a tin; slu-ineH 



here, 



his 1 



bones; ani 
after, when the monks grew rith, they 
a great church here to the memory > 
shepherd of the sheep, and beneath it, I doaljt'J 
not, he sleeps. 

What is it I see from my low hills? It ill 1 
an enchanted land for me, and I lose myself 1 
in wondei-ing how it is that no one, poet or ' 
artist, has ever wholly found out the charm 
of these level plains, with their rich black 
soil, their straight dykes, their great drift- 
roads, that run as far as the eye oi 
into the unvisited fen. In summer it is a feast .1 
of the richest green from verge to verge; here 
a clump of trees stands up, almost of the hue 
of indigo, surrounding a lonely shepherd's 
cote; a distant church rises, a dark tower over , 
the hamlet elms ; far beyond, I see low wolds, 4 
streaked and dappled by copse and wood ; far j 
to the south, I see the towers and spires of 1 
Cambridge, as of some spiritual city — the ^ 
smoke rises over it on still days, hanging like 
a cloud ; to the east lie the dark pine-woods of 
Suffolk, to the north an interminable feu; bat 
not only is it that one sees a vaat extent of 
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aky, with great cIond-battalionB crowding up 
from the south, hut all the colour of the land- 
scape ia crowded into a narrow belt to the 
eye, which gives it an intensity of emerald 
hue that I have seen nowhere else in the world. 
There is a sense of deep peace about it all, the 
herb of the field just rising in ite place over 
the wide acres; the air is touched with a lazy 
fragrance, as of hidden flowers; and there is 
a sense, too, of silent and remote lives, of men 
that glide quietly to and fro in the great pas- 
tures, going quietly about their work in a 
leisurely calm. 

In the winter it is fairer still, if one has 
a taste for austerity. The trees are leaflesa 
now; and the whole Sat is lightly washed 
with the most delicate and spare tints, the 
pastnre tinted with the yellowing bent, the 
pale stnbble, the rich plough-land, all blend- 
ing into a subdued colour; and then, as the 
day declines and the plain is rimraed with a 
frosty mist, the smouldering glow of the orange 
sunset begins to burn clear on the horizon, 
the gray laminated clonds becoming ridged 
with gold and purple, till the whole fades, like 
« shoaling sea, into the purest green, while 
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the cloud-banks grow black and ominous, and 
far-off lights twinkle like ntars in solitary 
farms. 

Of the house itself, exteriorly, perhaps tfie 
less said the better; it was built, by an earl 
to whom the estate belonged, as a shooting- 
box. I have often thought that it must have 
been ordered from the Army and Navy Stores. 
It is of yellow brick, blue-slated, and there 
has been a pathetic feeling after giving it a 
meanly Gothic air; it is ill-placed, shut in by 
trees, approached only by a very dilapidated 
farm-road; and the worst of il is that a curi- 
ous and picturesque house was destroyed to 
build it. It stands in what was once a very 
pretty and charming little park, with an 
ancient avenue of pollard trees, lime and elm. 
Ton can see the old terraces of the Hall, the 
mounds of ruins, the fish-ponds, the grass- 
grown pleasance. It is pleasantly timbered, 
and I have an orchard of honest fruit-trees of 
my own. First of all I suspect it was a Ro- 
man fort; for the other day my gardener 
brought me in half of the handle of a fine old 
Roman water- jar, red pottery smeared with 
plaster, with two pretty laughing faces pinched 
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lightly out under the volutes. A few days 
after I felt like Polycrates of Samos, that 
over-fortunate tyrant, when, walking myself 
in my garden, I descried and gathered up 
the rest of the same handle, the fractures fit- 
ting exactly. There are traces of Roman oc- 
cupation hereabouts in mounds and earth- 
works. Not long ago a man ploughing in the 
fen struck an old red vase up with the share, 
and searching the place found a number of 
the same urns within the space of a few yards, 
buried in the peat, as fresh as the day they 
were made. There was nothing else to be 
found, and the place was under water till fifty 
years ago; so that it must have been a boat- 
load of pottery being taken in to market that 
was swamped there, how many centuries ago! 
But there have been stranger things than that 
found: half a mile away, where the steep 
gravel hill slopes down to the fen, a man hoe- 
ing brought up a bronze spear-head. He took 
it up to the lord of the manor, who was in- 
terested in curiosities. The squire hurried to 

the place and had it all dug out carefully; 

• 

quite a number of spear-heads were found, and 
a beautiful bronze sword, with the holes where 
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the leatlLer straps of the handle paased Ib and 
out. I have held this fine blade id my hands, 
and it is absolutely undiated. It may be 
Roman, but it is probably earlier. Nothing 
else was found, except some mouldering frag- 
ments of wood that looked like spear-staves; 
and this, too, it seems, must have been a boat- 
load of warriors, perhaps some raiding party, 
swamped on the edge of the lagoon with all 
their unused weapons, which they were pre- 
sumably unable to recover, if indeed any sur- 
vived to make the attempt. Hard by is the 
place where the great fight related in Sere- 
ward the Wake took place. The Normans 
were encamped southwards at Willingham, 
where a line of low entrenchments is still 
known as Belsar's Field, from Belisarius, the 
Norman duke in command. It is a quiet place 
enough now, and the yellow-hammerw sing 
sweetly and sharply in the thick thorn hedges. 
The Normans made a causeway of faggots and 
earth across the fen, but came at last to the 
old channel of the Ouse, which they could not 
bridge, and here they attempted to cross in 
great flat-bottomed boats, but were foiled by 
Hereward and his men, their boats sunk, and 
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hundreds of Btoct warriors drowned in the 
oozy river-bed. There still broods for me a 
certain horror over the place, where the river 
in its confined channel now runs quietly, by 
Hedge and willow-herb and golden-pod, between 
its high flood banks, to join the Cam to the 
east 

But to return to my hottae. It was once a 
monastic grange of Ely, a farmstead with a 
few rooms, no doubt, where sick monks and 
ailing novices were sent to get change of air 
and a taste of country life. There is a bit of 
an old wall bordering my garden, and a strip 
of pale soil runs across the gooseberry beds, 
pale with dast of mortar and chips of brick, 
where another old wall stood. There was a 
great pigeon-house here, polled down for the 
shooting-box, and the garden is still full of 
old carved stones, lintels, and mullions, and 
capitals of pillars, and a grotesque figure of 
a bearded man, with a tunic confined round 
the waist by a cord, which crowns one of my 
pookeries. But it is all gone now, and the 
pert cockneyfled house stands up among the 
Bhrubberies and walnuts, surveying the ruins 
of what has been. 
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Bat I must not abuse my honse, beoanBf^ 
whatever it is outside, it is absolutely com- 
fortable and conveDient within; it is solid, 
well built, spacious, eenaible, reminding one of 
the "solid joys and lasting treasure" that 
the hymn says " none but Z ion's children 
know." And, indeed, it is a Zion to be at 
ease in. 

One other great charm it has: from the end 
of my orchard the ground falls rapidly in a 
great pasture. Some sii miles away, over the 
dark expanse of Grunty Fen, the towers of 
Ely, exquisitely delicate and beautifalj crown 
the ridge; on clear sunny days I can see the 
enn shining on the lead roofs, and the great 
octagon rises with alt its fretted pinnacles. 
Indeed, so kind is Providence, that the huge 
brick mass of the Ely water-tower, like 
overgrown temple of Vesta, blends itself 
pleasantly with the cathedral, projecting from 
the western front like a great Galilee. 

The time to make pious pilgrimage to Ely 
is when the apple-orchards are in bloom. 
Then the grim western tower, with its sombre 
windows, the gabled roofs of the canonical 
houses, pise in picturesque masses over 
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of wliite bloBBom. But for me, six tnilea away, 
the cathedral is a never-ending sight of beauty. 
On moist days it draws nearer, as if carved 
out of a fine blue etone ; on a gray day it looks 
more like a fantastic crag, with pinnacles of 
rock, Again it will loom a ghostly white 
against a thunder-laden sky. Grand and pa- 
thetic at once, for it stands for something that 
"we have parted with. What was the outward 
and stately form of a mighty idea, a rich 
system, is now little more than an Epsthetio 
symbol. It has lost heart, somehow, and its 
algniflcanoe only exists for ecclesiastical ly or 
artistically minded persons; it represents a 
force no longer in the front of the battle. 

One other fine feature of the countryside 
there is, of which one never grows tired. If 
one crosses over to Sutton, with its huge 
chnrch, the tower crowned with a noble octa- 
gon, and the village pleasantly perched along 
a steep ridge of orchards, one can drop down 
to the west, past a beautiful old farmhouse 
called B err i stead, with an ancient chapel, 
built into the homestead, among fine elms. 
The road leads out upon the fen, and here run 
two great levels, as straight as a line for 



14 



At Large 



many miles, Dp which the tide pnlsates day 
by day ; between them lies a wide ti-act of pas- 
ture called ttie Wash, which io summer ia a 
vast grazing-groiind for herds, in rainy weather 
a waste of waters, like a great estuary — north 
and south it runs, crossed by a few roads op 
black-timbered bridges, the fen-water pouring 
down to the sea. It is great place for birda 
this. The other day I disturbed a brood of 
redshanks here, the parent birds flying round 
and round, piping mournfully, almost within 
reach of my hand. A little farther down, not 
many months ago, there was observed a great 
commotion in the stream, as of some big betut 
swimming slowly; the level was netted, and 
they hauled out a great sturgeon, who had 
somehow lost his way and waa trying to find 
a spawning-ground. There is an ancient cus- 
tom that all sturgeon netted in English wa- 
tepB belong by right to the sovereign; bat no 
claim was advanced in this case. The line 
between Ely and March crosses the level, far 
ther north, and the huge freight-trains go 
smoking and clanking over the fen all day. 
I often walk along the grassy flood-bank for 
a mile or two, to the tiny decayed village of 
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Mepal, with a little andent oliurrh, where an 
old conrtier lies, an !EngIishniaD, but with 
property near Lisbon, who was a gentleman- 
in-waiting to James II. in his French exile, 
retired invalided, and spent the rest of his 
days " between Portugal and Byall Pen " — 
an odd pair of localities to be so conjoined! 

And what of the life that it is possible to 
live in my seqnestered grange?' I snppose 
there ia not a quieter region in the whole of 
England. There are bnt two or three Rquires 
and a few clergy in the Isle, bnt the villages 
are large and prosperous ; the people eminently 
friendly, shrewd, and indei>endent, with homely 
names for the most part, bnt with a sprink- 
ling both of Baxon appellations, like Cutlack, 
which is Gutblac a little changed, and Nor- 
man names, like Camps, inherited perhaps 
from some invalided soldier who made his 
home there after the great fight. There is but 
little communication with the outer world; 
on market-days a few trains dawdle along the 
valley from Ely to Bt. Ives and back again. 
They are fine, sturdy, prosperous village com- 
mnnities, that mind their own business, and 
take their pleasure in religion and in song. 
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like their forefatliers the fenmen, Girvii, who 
Bang their three-part catches with rude 
harmony. 

Part of the charm of the place ib, I oonfeas, 
its lonelinese. One niay go for weelia together 
with hardly a caller; there are no social func- 
tions, no festivities, no gatherings. One may 
once in a month have a chat with a neighbour, 
or take a cup of tea at a kindly parsonage. 
But people tend to mind their own business, 
and live their own lives in their own circle ; yet 
there is an air of tranquil neighbourliness 
all about. The inhabitants of the r^on re- 
spect one's taste in choosing so homely and 
serene a region for a dwelling-place, and they 
know that whatever motive one may have had 
for coming, it was not dictated by a feverish 
love of society. I have never known a dis- 
trict — and I have lived in many parts of Eng- 
land — where one was so naturally and simply 
accepted as a part of the place. One is greeted 
in all directions with a comfortable cordiality, 
and a natural sort of good-breeding ; and thus 
the life cornea at once to have a precise quality, 
a character of its own. Every one is inde- 
pendent, and one is expected to be independent 
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There is no auapicion of a stranger; it 
is merely recognised that he is in search of a 
definite sort of life, and he is made franltly 
and unostentatiously at home. 

And so the days race away there in the 
middle of the mighty plain. No plans are 
ever interrupted, no one questions one's go- 
ing and coining as one will, no one tronblea 
his head about one's occnpations or parsuits. 
Any help or advice that one needs is courte- 
ously and readily given, and no favours asked 
OP expected in return. One little incident 
gave me considerable amusement There is a 
private footpath of my own which leads close 
to my house; owing to the house having stood 
for some time unoccupied, people had tended 
to use it as a short cut. The kindly farmer 
obviated this by putting up a little notice- 
hoard, to indicate that the path was private. 
A day or two afterwards it was removed and 
thrown into a ditch. I was perturbed as well 
aa surprised by this, supiKwing that it showed 
that the notice had ofEended some local sus- 
ceptibility; and being very anxious to begin 
my tenure on neighbourly terms, I consulted 
my genial landlord, who laughed, and said 
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that there was no one who would think of do- 
ing Bach a thiug ; and to reassure me he added 
that one o( hie men had seen the eulprit at 
work, and that it was only an old horse, who 
had rubbed himself against the post till he 
had thrown it down. 

The days pass, then, in a delightful mono- 
tonj; one reads, writes, sits or paces in the 
garden, scours the country on still sunny 
afternoons. There are many grand churches 
and houses within a reasonable distance, such 
as the great churches near Wisbech and 
Lynn,— West Walton, Walimle St. Peter, 
Tilney, Terrington St. Clement, and a score of 
others — great oruoiform structures, in every 
conceivable style, with fine woodwork and 
noble towers, each standing in the centre of a 
tiny, rustic hamlet, built with no idea of pro- 
dent proportion to the needs of the places 
they serve, but out of pure joy and pride. 
There are houses like Beaupr6, a pile of fan- 
tastic brick, haunted by innumerable phan- 
toms, with its stately orchard closes, or the 
exquisite gables of Snore Hall, of rich Tudor 
brickwork, with fine panelling within. There 
is no lack of shrines for pilgrimage — then, too, 
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it is not difficult to persuade some like-minded 
friend to share one's solitude. And bo the 
quiet hours tipk themselves away in an almost 
monastiQ calm, while one's book prows insen- 
Bibly day by day, as the bulrush rises on the 
edge of the dyke. 

I do not say that it would be a life to live 
for the whole of a year, and year hy year. 
There is no stir, no eagernesH, do brisk iater- 
ohange of thought about it. But for one who 
spends six months in a busy and peopled place, 
full of duties and discussions and conflicting 
interests, it is like a green pasture and waters 
of comfort. The danger of it, if prolonged, 
wonld be that things would grow languid, list- 
less, fragrant like the Lotus-eaters' Isle; 
small things would assume undue imiwrtance, 
-small decisions would seem unduly momen- 
ions; one would tend to regard one's own 
features as in a mirror and through a magni- 
^ing glass. But, on the other hand, it ia 
good, because it restores another kind of pro- 
portion; it is like dipping oneself in the 
aeclusion of a monastic cell. Nowadays the 
fmage of the world, with all its sheets of de- 
tailed news, all its network of eommnnica- 
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tiooB, setB too deep a mark upon one's spirit;.,'^ 
We tend to believe that a man is lost unless he 
is overwhelmed with occupation, nnless, like 
the conjurer, he is keeping a dozen halls in 
the air at once. Such a gymnastic teaches a 
man alertness, agility, effeotiveness. But it 
has got to be proved that one was sent into 
the world to be efEective, and it is not 
certain that a man has fulfilled the higher law 
of his being if he has made a large fortune by 
business. A sagacious, shrewd, acute man of 
the world is sometimes a mere nu 
has made his proaperous corner at the expense 
of others, and he has only contrived to a^^ 
cumulate, behind a little fence of his owI^ 
what was meant to be the property of all* 
I have known a good many successful men, 
and I cannot honestly say that I think that 
they are generally the better for their success. 
They have often learnt self-confidence, the 
shadow of which is a good-natured contempt 
for ineflfective people ; the shadow, on the 
other hand, which falls on the contemplative 
man is an undue diffidence, an indolent depres- 
sion, a tendency to think that it does not very 
much matter what any one does. 
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But, OD the other baud, the contemplative 
'man sometimes does grasp one very important 
:faot — that we are sent into the world, most of 
vs, to learn something about God and our- 
selves; whereas if we spend our lives in 
directing and commanding and consulting 
others, we get so swollen a sense of our own 
importance, our own adroitness, our own 
effectiveness, that we forget that we are tol- 
erated rather than needed. It is better on the 
-whole to tarry the Lord's leisure, than to try 
Impatiently to force the hand of God, and to 
make amends for his apparent slothfulness. 
What really makes a nation grow, and im- 
prove, and progress, is not social legislation 
and organisation. That is only the sign of 
the rising moral temperature; and a man who 
sets an example of soberness, and kindliness, 
and contentment is better than a pragmatical 
district visitor with a taste for rating meek 
persons. 

It may be asked, then, do I set myself up 
as an example in this matter? God forbid! 
I live thus because I like it, and not from any 
philosophical or philanthropical standpoint. 
Bnt if more men were to follow their instincts 
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in the matter, instead of being misled and 
bewildered by the conventional view that 
attaches virtue to perspiration, and national 
vigour to the multiplication of unnecessary 
business, it would be a good thing for the com- 
munity. What I claim is that a species of 
mental and moral equilibrium is best attained 
by a careful proportion of activity and quie- 
tude. What happens in the case of the ma- 
jority of people is that they are so much 
occupied in the process of acquisition, that they 
have no time to sort or dispose their stores; 
and thus life, which ought to be a thing com- 
plete in itself, and ought to be spent, partly in 
gathering materials, and partly in drawing 
inferences, is apt to be a hurried accumula- 
tion lasting to the edge of the tomb. We are 
put into the world, I cannot help feeling, to 
he rather than to do. We excuse our thirst 
for action by pretending to ourselves that our 
own doing may minister to the being of others ; 
but all that it often effects is to inoculate 
others with the same restless and feverish 
bacteria. 

And anyhow, as I said, it is but an experi- 
ment. I can terminate it whenever I have the 
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wish to do so. Even if it is a failure, it will 
at all events have been an experiment, and 
others may learn wisdom by my mistake; be- 
cause it must be borne in mind that a failure 
in a deliberate experiment in life is often more 
fruitful than a conventional success. People 
as a rule are so cautious; and it is of course 
highly disagreeable to run a risk, and to pay 
the penalty. Life is too short, one feels, to risk 
making serious mistakes; but, on the other 
hand, the cautious man often has the catas- 
trophe, without even having had the pleasure 
of a run for his money. Jowett, the high 
priest of worldly wisdom, laid down as a 
maxim " Never resign *' ; but I have found my- 
self that there is no pleasure comparable to 
disentangling oneself from uncongenial sur- 
roundings, unless it be the pleasure of making 
mild experiments and trying unconventional 
schemes. 




II 

Contentment 

T HAVE attempted of late, in more than one 
^ book, to depict a certain kind of tranquil 
life, a life of reflection rather than of action, 
of contemplation rather than of business; and 
I have tried to do this from different points 
of view, though the essence has been the same. 
I endeavoured at first to do it anonymously, 
because I have no desire to recommend these 
ideas as being my own theories. The personal 
background rather detracts from than adds to 
the value of the thoughts, because people can 
compare my theories with my practice, and 
show how lamentably I fail to carry them out. 
But time after time I have been pulled re- 
luctantly out of my burrow, by what I still 
consider a wholly misguided zeal for public- 
ity, tin I have decided that I will lurk no 
longer. It was in this frame of mind that I 
published, under my own name, a book called 
Beside 8till Waters, a harmless enough vol- 
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ume, I tfaonght, which was meant to be a 
deliberate Biiiiiinai'y or manifeBto of these 
ideas. It depicted a jouug man who, after 
a reasonable experience of practical life, re- 
solved to retire into the shade, and who in 
that position indulged profusely in leisurely 
reverie. The book was oarefully enough writ- 
ten, and I have been a good deal surprised 
to find that it has met with considerable dis- 
approval, and even derision, on the part of 
many reviewers. It has been called morbid 
and indolent, and decadent, and hal fa-hun- 
dred more ngly adjectives. 

Kow I do not for an instant question the 
right of a single one of these conscientious 
persons to form whatever opinion they like 
about my book, and to express it in any terms 
they like. They say, and obviously feel, that 
the thought of the book is essentially thin, 
and that the vein in which it is written is 
offensively egotistical. I do not dispute the 
possibility of their being perfectly right. An 
artist who exhibits his paintings, or a writer 
who publishes his books, challenges the criti- 
cisms of the public; and I am quite sure that 
the reviewers who frankly disliked my book, 
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and said so plainly, thought that they were 
doing their duty to the public, and warning 
them against teaching which they believed to 
be insidious and even immoral. I honour 
them for doing this, and I applaud them, es- 
pecially if they did violence to their own feel- 
ings of courtesy and urbanity in doing so. 

Then there were some good-natured review- 
ers who practically said that the book was 
simply a collection of amiable platitudes; 
but that if the public liked to read such stuff, 
they were quite at liberty to do sa I admire 
these reviewers for a different reason, partly 
for their tolerant permission to the public to 
read what they choose, and still more because 
I like to think Ihat there are so many intelli- 
gent people in the world who are wearisomely 
familiar with ideas which have only slowly 
and gradually dawned upon myself. I have 
no intention of trying to refute or convince 
my critics, and I beg them with all my heart 
to say what they think about my books, be- 
cause only by the frank interchange of ideas 
can we arrive at the truth. 

But what I am going to try to do in this 
chapter is to examine the theory by virtue of 
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which my book is condemned, and I am going 
to try to gire the fullest weight to the con- 
fiideratioQB urged against it. I am sure there 
is something in what the critics say, but I be- 
lieve that where we differ is in this: The 
oritics who disapprove of my hook aeem to me 
"to think that all men are cast in the game 
mould, and that the principles which hold 
£Ood for some necessarily hold good for all. 
IVhat I like best about their criticisms is that 
they are made in a spirit of moral earnestness 
and ethical seriousness. I am a serious man 
myself, and I rejoice to see others serious. 
The point of view which they seem to recom- 
mend is the point of view of a certain kind 
of practical strenuousuess, the gosfiel of push, 
if I may so call it. They seem to hold that 
people ought to be discontented with what 
they are, that they ought to try to better them- 
selves, that they ought to be active, and what 
they call normal; that when they have done 
their work as energetically aa possible, they 
should amuse themselves energetically, too, 
take hard exercise, shout and play, 

" Pleased ae the Indian boy to ran 
And shoot his arrows in the sun," 
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asd that then tbey aboold reocate themselveB 
like Homeric heroes, eating and drinking, list- 
ening comfortably to the minstrel, and take 
tbeir fill of love in a full-blooded way. 

That is, I think, a very good theory of life 
for some people, thongh I think it is a little 
barbaroos; it is Bpartan rather than Athenian. 

Some of my critics take a higher kind of 
ground, and say that I want to minimise and 
melt down the old stem beliefs and principles 
of morality into a kind of nebnlons emotion. 
They remind me a little of an old country 
squire of whom I hare heard, of the John Bull 
type, whose younger son, a melancholy and 
Ken ti mental youth, joined the Church of 
Home. His father was determined that thie 
should not separate them, and asked him to 
come home and talk it over. He told his eld- 
est son that he was going to remonstrate with 
the erring youth in a Bimple and affectionate 
way. The eldest sou said that he hoped his 
father would do it tactfully and gently, as 
his brother was highly sensitive ; to which his 
father replied that be had thought over what 
he meant to say, and was going to be very 
reasonable. The young man arrived, and was 
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BBhered into the study by hie eldest brother. 
"Well," said the squire, "very glad to see 
you, Harry; but do you mean to tell me that 
your mother's religion is not good enough for 
iB d d ass like you?" 

Now, far from desiring to minimise faith in 
God and the Unseen, I think it is the thing of 
which the world is more in need than aoything 
else. What has made the path of faith a 
steep one to tread is partly that it has got ter- 
ribly encumbered with ecclesiastical tradi- 
tions; it has been mended, like the Slough of 
Despond, with cart-loads of texts and iuseoure 
definitions. And partly, too, the old simple 
undisturbed faith in the absolute truth and 
authority of the Bible has given way. It is 
admitted that the Bible contains a consider- 
able admixture of the legendary element; and 
■It requires a strong intellectual and moral 
grip to build one's faith upon a collection of 
writings some of which, at all events, are not 
now regarded as being historifally and liter- 
ally true. " If I cannot believe it all," says 
the simple, bewildered soul, " how can I be 
certain that any of it is indubitably true?" 

ily the patient and desirous spirit can de- 
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eide; but, whateicr dae ftdee, tiie perfect 
insight, tlie Dirine menage of tlie Son of Man 
cannot fade; tlie dimmer tlie historical setting 
becomes, the brighter shine the parables and 
the sayings^ so far beyond the power of His 
followers to haTe originated, so utterly satis- 
flying to onr deepest need& What I desire to 
say with all my heart is that we pilgrims need 
not be dismayed becanse the golden cine dips 
into darkness and mist; it onerges as bri^t 
as CTer npon the upward slope of the yall^. 
If one disre^rds all that is nncertain, all that 
cannot be held to be securely proved, in the 
sacred writings, there still remain the essen- 
tial f^cts of the Christian revelation, and mwe 
deep and fruitfnl principles than a man can 
keep and make his own in the conrae of a life- 
time, however purely and faithfully he lives 
and strives. To myself the doubtful matters 
are things absolutely immaterial, like the 
debris of the mine, while the precious ore 
gleams and sparkles in every boulder. 

What, in effect, these critics say is that a 
man must not discuss religion unless he is an 
expert in theology. When I try, as I have 
once or twice tried, to criticise some current 
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iDoeptiOD of a Christian dogma, the theologi- 
cal reyiewer, with a titter that resembles the 
titter of Miss Squeers in Nicholas Nickleiy, 
Bays that a writer who presumee to discuss 
BQoh qnestions ought to be better acquainted 
with the modern developments of theology. 
To that I demur, because I am not attempt- 
ing to discuss theology, but current concep- 
tions of theology. If the advance in theology 
haa been so enormous, then all I can say is 
that the theologians fail to bring home the 
knowledge of that progress to the man in the 
street. To use a simple parable, what one 
feels about many modern theological atate- 
mentB is what the eloquent bagman said in 
praise of the Yorkshire ham : " Before yon 
know where you are, there — it 's wanished ! " 
This is not so in science; science advance, 
■and the ordinary man knows more or leas what 
is going ou ; he understands what is meant by 
the development of species, he has an inkling 
of what radioactivity means, and so forth; 
this is because science is making discover- 
while theological discoveries are mainly 
a liberal and negative kind, a modifleation 
of old axioms, a looseniug of old definitions. 
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Theology has made no discoveries about the 
nature of God, or the nature of the soul; the 
problem of free-will and neceasitj ie as dark 
as ever except that seientiflo discovery tends 
to show more and more that an immutable law 
regulates the smallest details of life. I honour, 
with all my heart, the critics who have ap- 
proached the Bible in the same spirit in which 
they approach other literature; but the only 
definite result has been to make what was cod- 
HJdercd a matter of blind faith more a matter 
of opinion. But to attempt to scare men away 
from discussing religious topics, by sayiog 
that it is only a matter for experts, is to act 
III the spirit of the Inquisition. It is like say- 
ing to a man that he must not discuss quea- 
tions of diet and exercise because he is not ac- 
quainted with the Pharmacopoeia, or that no 
one may argue on matters of current politics 
DDlesH he is a trained historian. Religion is, 
or ought to be, a matter of vital and daily 
ooneem for every one of us; if our moral 
progre™ and our spiritual prospects are 
fllTe<!te<l by what we believe, theologians ought 
to be grateful to any one who will discuss 
relfgloiii ideas from the current point of view, 
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if it only leads them to clear up misconcep- 
tions that may prevail. If I needed to justify 
myself further, I would only add that since I 
began to write on such subjects, I have re- 
ceived a large number of letters from un- 
known people, who seem to be grateful 
to any one who will attempt to speak 
frankly on these matters, with the earnest de- 
sire, which I can honestly say has never been 
absent from my mind, to elucidate and con- 
firm a belief in simple and essential religious 
principles. 

And now I would go on to say a few words 
as to the larger object which I have had in 
view. My aim has been to show how it is 
possible for people living quiet and humdrum 
lives, without any opportunities of gratifying 
ambition or for taking a leading part od the 
stage of the world, to make the most of simple 
conditions, and to live lives of dignity and 
joy. My own belief is that what is comnionly 
called success has an insidions power of poi- 
soning the clear springs of life; becaose people 
who grow to depend njton the stimulus of sno- 
ce?s sink into dreariness and dnlness when 
that Btimnlns is withdrawn. Here my critioB 
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have foand fault with me for not being more 
strennous, more virile, more energetic. It is 
strange to me that my object can have been eo 
singnlarly misnnderBtood. I believe, with all 
my heart, that happiness depends upon strenu- 
ous energy ; but I think that this energy onght 
to be expended upon work, and everyday life, 
and relations with others, and the accessible 
pleaaureB of literature and art. The gospel 
that I detest is the gospel of success, the 
teaching that every one ought to be discon- 
tented with his setting, that a man onght to 
get to the front, clear a space round him, eat, 
drink, make love, cry, strive, and fight. It 
is all to be at the expense of feebler people. 
That is a detestable ideal, because it is the 
gospel of tyranny rather than the gospel of 
equality. It is obvious, too, that such BUCoesB 
depends upon a man being stronger than his 
fellows, and is only made jrossible by shoving 
and hectoring, and bullying the weak. The 
preaching of this violent gospel has done us 
already grievous harm; it is this which has 
tended to depopulate country districts, to 
make people averse to discharging all honest 
subordinate tasks, to make men and women 



Contentment 



-3§' 



overvalue exoitement and amusemeDt. The 
result of it is the lowest kind of dcmooratitt 
sentiment, which says, "Every one is as good 
as every one else, and I am a little better," 
and the jealous spirit, whioh says, " If I can- 
not be prominent, I will do my best that no 
one else shall be." Out of it develops the de- 
mon of mnnicipal politics, which makes a man 
strive for a place, in the hope of being able 
to order things for which others have to pay. 
It is this teaching which makes power seem 
desirable for the sake of personal advaptages, 
and with no care for resEKinBibility. This 
spirit seems to me an ntterly vile and detest- 
able spirit. It tends to disguise its rank in- 
dividualism under a pretence of desiring to 
improve social conditions. I do not mean for 
a moment to say that all social reformers are 
of this type ; the clean-handed social reformer, 
who desires no jiersonal advantage, and whose 
influence is a matter of anxioos care, is one 
of the nobleet of men; but now that schemes 
of social reform are fashionable, there are a 
Dumber of blatant people who nse them for 
pnrpoees of personal advancement. 
Wltat I rather desire is to encourage a very 
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different kind of individualism, the individtial- 
ism of the man who realises that the hope of 
the race depends upou the quality of life, upon 
the numtjer of people who live quiet, active, 
gentle, kindly, faithful lires, enjoying their 
work and turning for recreation to the nohlep 
and simpler sources of pleasure — the love of 
nature, poetry, literature, and art. Of course 
the difficulty is that we do not, most of us, find 
our pleaaures in these latter things, but in the 
excitement and amusement of social life, I 
mournfully admit it, and I quite see the uae- 
lessneBs of trying to bring pleasures within the 
reach of people when they have no taste for 
them; but an increasing number of people do 
care for such things, and there are still more 
who would care for them, if only they could 
be introduced to them at an impressionable 1 
age. ' 

If it is said that this kind of simplicity ie 
a very tame and spiritless thing, I- would an- 
swer that it has the advantage of being within 
the reach of all. The reason why the pursuit 
of social advancement and success is so hol- 
low, is that the subordinate life is after all 
the life that must fall to the majority of peo- 
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^^P pie. We oanDOt organise 9001617 (^n ^^^ Unes 

^^" of the army of a lesser German state, which 

r consisted of twent^y-four officers, covered with 

military decorations, and eight privates. The 

BDocessful men, whatever happeDs, must be a 

amali minority; and what I desire is that 

BncGesB, as it is called, should fall quietly and 

' inevitably on the heads of those who deserve 

it, while ordinary people should put it out of 

their thoughts. It is no use holding up an 

ideal which cannot be attained, and which 

I the mere attempt to attain makes fruitful in 
disaster and discontent. 
I do not at all wish to teach a gospel of dul- 
nesB. I am of the opinion of the poet who 
^'- 
, " Life is not life at all without delight, 
Nor hath it any might." 
Bnt I am quite sure that the real pleasures 
of the world are those which cannot be bought 
for money, and which are wholly independent 
pof aaccess. 

Every one who has watched children knows 
Hie extraordinary amount of pleasure that 
ley can extract out of the simplest materials. 
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To keep a shop in the oomer of a garden, 
where the commodities are pebbles and 
thistle-heads stored in old tin pots, and whioh 
are paid for in daisies, will be an engrossing 
occupation to healthy children for a long 
summer afternoon. There is no reason why 
that kind of zest should not be imported into 
later life; and, as a matter of fact, people who 
practise self-restraint, who are temperate and 
quiet, do retain a gracious kind of contentment 
in all that they do or say, or think, to extreme 
old age; it is the jaded weariness of over- 
strained lives that needs the stimulus of ex- 
citement to carry them along from hour to 
hour. 

Who does not remember the rigid asceticism 
of Buskin's childhood? A bunch of keys to 
play with, and a little later a box of bricks; 
the Bible and the Pilgrim's Progress and 
Robinson Crusoe to read; a summary whip- 
ping if he fell down and hurt himself, or if 
he ever cried. Yet no one would venture to 
say that this austerity in any way stunted 
Buskin's development or limited his range of 
pleasures; it made him perhaps a little sub- 
missive and unadventurous. But who that 
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Baw him, as the moat famous art-critic of 
le day, being mercilessiy enubbed, when he 
idulged in paradoxes, by the old wine-mer- 
ant, or being told to hold his tongne by the 
grim old mother, and obeying cheerfully and 
BweetJy, would have preferred him to be loud, 
contradictory, and Belf-aesertive? The mis- 
lief of our present system of publicity is that 
cannot enjoy our own ideas, unlesB we can 
impress people with them, or, at all events, 
impress people with a sense of our enjoyment 
of them. There is a noble piece of character- 
drawing in one of Mr. Henry James's novels. 
The Poi-trait of a Lady, where Gilbert Os- 
mond, a selfish dilettante, finding that he can- 
not make a great success or attain a great 
position, devotes himself to trying to mystify 
and provoke the curiosity of the world by re- 
tiring into a refined seclusion, and professing 
that it affords him an exquisite kind of 
ijoyment. The hideous vulgarity of his atti- 
le ia not at first sight apparent; he de- 
ceives the heroine, who is a considerable 
heiress, into thinking that here, at least, is a 
man who is living a quiet and sincere life 
things of the soul; and, having ob- 
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tained poaBeseioa of her pnrae, he seti np 
house in a dignified old palace in Rome, vliere 
he coDtinuee to amnse himself by inviting dis- 
tinquished persons to visit him, in order that 
he may have the pleasure of excluding the 
lesser people who would like to be inoladed. 

This is, of course, doing the thing upon an 
almost sublime scale; bnt the fact remains 
that, in an age which values notoriety above 
everything except property, a great many peo- 
ple do suffer from the disease of not enjoying 
things unless they are aware that others envy 
their enjoyment. To people of an artistio 
temperament this is a sore temptation, be- 
cause the essence of the artistic temperament 
is its egotism, and egotism, like the Bread- 
and-butter fly, requires a special nutriment — 
the nutriment of external admiration. 

And here, I think, lies one of the pernicious 
results of an over- developed system of ath- 
letics. The more games that people play, the 
better; but I do not think it is wholesome to 
talk about them for large spaces of leisure 
time, any more than it is wholesome to talk 
about your work or your meals. The result 
of all the talk abont athletics is that the news- 
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papers get fnl) of them too. That ie only 
natnral. It is the business of newspapers to 
find ont what interests people, and to tell 
them about it; but the bad side of it is that 
young athletes get introdnced to the plea- 
sures of publicity, and that ambitious young 
men think that athletics are a short cut to 
fame. To have played in a University eleven 
Is like accepting a peerage; you wear for the 
rest of your life an agreeable and honourable 
social label, and I do not think that a peerage 
is deserved, or should be accepted, at the age 
of twenty. I do not think it is a good kind 
of fame which depends on a personal perform- 
ance rather than upon a man's usefulness to 
the human race. 

The kind of contentment that I should like 
to see on the increase is the contentment of 
a man who works hard and enjoys work, both 
in itself and in the contrast it supplies to his 
leisure hours; and, further, whose leisure is 
full of varied interests, not only definite pur- 
snits, but an intcroHt in his relations with 
others, not only of a spectatorial kind, but 
with the natural and instinctive desire to con- 
tribute to their happiness, not in a priggish 
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way, but from a sense of oordial good- 
fellowship. 

This programme may seem, as I have said, 
to be nnambitions and prosaic, and to have 
very little that is stirring about it But my 
belief is that it can be the most lively, sensi- 
tive, fruitful, and enjoyable programme in the 
world, because the enjoyment of it depends 
upon the very stuff of life itself, and not upon 
skimming the cream off and throwing away 
the milk. 

My critics will say that I am only appear- 
ing again from my cellar, with my hands filled 
with bottled platitudes; but if they are plati- 
tudes, by which I mean plain and obvious 
truths, why do we not find more people prac- 
tising them? What I mean by a platitude is 
a truth so obvious that it is devoid of inspira- 
tion, and has become one of the things that 
every one does so instinctively that no re- 
minder of them is necessary. Would that it 
were so in the present case! All I can say is 
that I know very few people who live their 
lives on these lines, and that most of the 
people I know find inspiration anywhere but 
in the homely stuff of life. Of course there 
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are a good many people who take life stolidly 
enoagh, and do not deeire inspiration at all; 
but 1 do uot mean that sort of life in the 
least. I mean that it ought to be possible 
and delightful for people to live lives full of 
activity a ad perception and kindliness and 
joy, on very simple lines indeed; to take ap 
tieir work day by day with an agreeable sense 
of putting out their powers, to find in the 
pageant of nature an iniinite refreshment, and 
to let art and poetry lift them up into a world 
of hopes and dreams and memories; and thus 
life may become a meal to be eaten with ap- 
petite, with a wholesome appreciation of its 
pleasant savours, rather than a meal eaten in 
satiety or greediness, with a peevish repining 
that it is not more elaborate and delicate. 

I do not claim to live my own life on these 
lines. I started, as all sensitive and pleasure- 
loving natures do, with an expectation of 
finding life a much more exciting, amusing, 
and delightful thing than I have found it. I 
desired to skip fi-om peak to peak, withoot 
tronbling to descend into the valleys. But 
now that I have descended, partly out of curi- 
oRity and partly out of inefficiency, no doubt, 
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into the low-lying vales, I have found them to 
be beautiful and interesting places, the hedge- 
rows full of flower and leaf, the thickets musi- 
oal with the voiceB of birds, the orchards 
loaded with fruit, the friendly hooiesteads 
riflh with tranquil life and abounding in quiet, 
friendly people ; and then the very peaks 
themselves, past which my way occasionally 
conducts me, have a beautiful solemnity of 
pore ontline and strong upliftedness, seen 
from below, which I think they tend to lose, 
Been from the summit; and if I have spoKen 
of the quieter joys, it is — I can say this with 
perfect honesty — because I have been pleased 
with them, as a bird is pleased with the snn- 
shine and the berries, and sings, not that the 
passers-by may admire his notes, but out of 
Etimple joy of heart; and, after all, it ia 
enough justiflcation, if a pilgrim or two have 
stopped npon their way to listen with a smile. 
That alone persuades me that one does no 
harm by speaking, even if there are other pas- 
sers-by who say what a tiresome note it is, 
that they have heard it a hundred times be- 
fore, and cannot think why the stupid bird 
does not vary his song. PerHOnally, I would 



Contentment 




^^Bhtther hear the yellow-hammer utter his sharp 
monotououB uotes, with the dropping cadeuoe 
at the end, than that he should try to imitate 
the nightingale. 

However, as I have said, I am quite willing 
to believe that the critics speak, or think they 
speak, in the interests of the public, and with 
a tender concern that the public should not be 
bored. And I will take my leave of them by 
saying, like Miss Flite, that I will ask them 
to accept a blessing, and that when I receive 
a judgment, I shall confer estates impartially. 

But my last word shall be to my readers, 
and I will beg of them not to be deceived 
either by experts or by critics; on the one 
hand, not to be frightened away from specn- 
lating and rehecting about the possible mean- 
ings of life by the people who say that uo one 
under the degree of a Bachelor of Divinity 
has any right to tackle the matter; and, on 
the other hand, I would implore them to be- 
lieve that a quiet life is not necessarily a dnll 
life, and that the cutting off of alcohol does 
not necessarily mean a lowering of physical 
vitality; but rather that, if they will abstain 
for a little from dependence upon excitement. 
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thqr will find their lives flooded by a neii; 
kind of quality, whioh heightens perception 
and increases joy. Of course souls will ache 
and ail, and we have to bear the burden of our 
ancestors' weaknesses as well as the burden 
of our own; but just as, in the physical re- 
gion, diet and exercise and regularity can 
effect more cures than the strongest medi- 
cines, so, in the life of the spirit, self-restraint 
and deliberate limitation and tranquil patience 
will often lead into a vigorous and effec- 
tive channel the stream, that, left to itself, 
welters and wanders among shapeless pools 
and melancholy marshes. 



Friendship 

'T^O Tnake oneself beloved, says an old French 
proverb, this is, after all, the hest way 
to be useful. That ia one of the deep sayiDga 
which ohildren think flat, and which young 
men, and even young women, despiee; and 
which a middle-aged man hears with a certain 
troubled surprise, and wonders if there is not 
something in it after all; and which old peo- 
ple discover to be true, and think with a sad 
regret of opportunities missed, and of years 
devoted, how unprofltably, to other kinds of 
usefulness ! The truth is that most of us, who 
have any ambitions at all, do not start in life 
with a hope of being useful, but rather with 
an intention of being ornamental. We think, 
like Joseph in his childish dreams, that the 
sun and moon and the eleven stars, to say 
nothing of the sheaves, are going to make 
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obeisance to as. We want to be impres^T^ 

rich, beautifal, infiaeotial, admired, enried; 
and then, as we move forward, the yisions fade. 
We hare to be cootent if, in a qoiet corner, a 
single sbeaf gives ub a nod of recognition ; 
and as for tlie eleven stars, ttiey seem unaware 
of OUT verj existence! ^Vnd ttten we make 
fnrther disooveries : tbat when we have seemed 
to onrselvee moat impressive, we have onl; 
been pretentions; that riches are onlv a talis- 
man against poverty, and even make suffer- 
ing and pain and grief more nneadarable ! 
that beanty fades into stolidity or weariness; 
that inflaence comes mostly to people who do 
not pnrsne it, and that the best kind of iu- 
flnence belongs to those who do not even know 
that they possess it; that admiration is bat a 
brilliant hnsk, which may or may not con- 
tain a wholesome kernel: and as for envy, 
there Is poison in that cnp! And then we be- 
come aware that the best crowns have fallen 
to those who have not sought them, and that 
simple-minded and nnselflsh people have won 
the prize which has been denied to brilliance 
and ambition. 
That is the process which is often sailed il 
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lllaBioDment ; and it is a sad enongh bnsineBB 
for people who only look at one side of the 
medal, and who brood over the fact that they 
have been disappointed and have failed. For 
such as these, there follow the faded years 
of cynicism and dreariness. But that disil- 
lusionment, that humiliation, are the freshest 
and most beautiful things in the world for peo- 
ple who have real generosity of spirit, and 
whose vanity has been of a superficial liiud, 
because they thus realise that these great gifts 
are real and true things, but that they must 
be deserved and not captured ; and then per- 
haps such i)eopIe begin their life-work afresh, 
in a humble and hopeful spirit; and if it be 
too late for them to do what they might have 
once done, they do not waste time in futile 
regret, but are grateful for ever so little love 
and tenderness. After all, they have lived, 
they have learnt by experience; and it does 
not yet appear what we shall be. Somewhere, 
far benoe — who knows? — we shall make a bet- 
ter start. 

Some philosophers have devoted time and 
thought to tracing backwards all our emo- 
tions to their primal origin; and it is on- 
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doabtedly tme that io the iDtensest and moat 
passionate relatioDsbipB of life — the love of a. 
man for a woman, or a mother for a child — 
there is a larg? admixture of something phy- 
sical, inetiDctiTe, and primal. Bnt the fact 
also remains that there are nnnumbered re- 
Ifitionships betveeu all sorts of apparently 
ircongmons persons, of which the baais is not 
physical desire, or the protective instinct, and 
is not bnilt np upon any hope of gain or profit 
whatsoever. AM sorts of qnalities may lend 
a hand to strengthen and increase and con- 
firm these bonds: bnt what lies at the base of 
all is simply a sort of rital congeniality. The 
friend is the person whom one is in need of, 
and by whom one is needed. Life is a sweeter, 
stronger, fuller, more gracioaa thing for the 
friend's existence, whether he be near or far; 
if the friend is close at hand, that is best; 
bnt if he is far away he is still there to think 
of, to wonder abont, to hear from, to write to, 
to share life and experience with, to serve, to 
honour, to admire, to lore. Bnt again it is 
a mistake to think that one makes a friend 
becaase of his or her qnalities; it has nothing 
do with qualities at all. If the friend has 
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noble qualities, we admire them because they 
are Ms; if he has obviously bad and even 
noxious faults, how readily we condone them 
or overlook them! It is the person that we 
■want, not what he does or says, or does not 
do or say, but what he is! that is eternally 



Of course, it does sometimes happen that 
we think we have made a friend, and on closer 
acquaintance we find things in him that are 
alien to our very being; but even so, such a 
friendship often survives, if we have given our 
heart, or if affection has been testowed upon 
us — affection which we cannot doubt. Some 
of the richest friendships of all are friend- 
ships between people whose whole view of life 
is sharply contrasted; and then what blessed 
energy can be employed in defending one's 
friend, in explaining him to other people, in 
minimising faults, in emphasising virtues! 
"While the thunder lasted," says the old In- 
dian proverb, "two bad men were friends." 
That means that a common danger will some- 
times draw even malevolent people together. 
But, for most of us, the only essential thing 
to friendship is a kind of mutual trust and 
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confidence. It does not even shake onr faith 
to know that our friend may play other peo- 
ple false; we feel by a kind of secret instinct 
that he will not play ns false; and even if it 
be proved incontestably that he has played ns 
false, why, we believe that he will not do so 
again, and we have all the pleasure of 
forgiveness. 

Who shall explain the extraordinary in- 
stinct that tells us, perhaps after a single 
meeting, that this or that particular person 
in some mysterious way matters to us. The 
person in question may have no attractive 
gifts of intellect or manner or personal a.^ 
pearance; but there is some strange bond 
between us; we seem to have shared experi- 
ence together, somehow and somewhere; he is 
interesting, whether he speaks or is silent, 
whether he agrees or disagrees. We feel that 
in some secret region he is congenial. Est 
mihi nescio quid quod me tihi temperat 
antrum, says the old Latin poet — "There is 
something, I know not what, which yokes our 
fortunes, yours and mine." Sometimes indeed 
we are mistaken, and the momentary nearness 
fades and grows cold. But it is not often so. 
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tat pecnliar motion of the heart, that Beopet 
joining of hands, is based upon eomething 
deep and vital, some spiritual kinship, some 
subtle lilfeness. 

Of course, we differ vastly in our power of 
attracting and feeling attraction, I confess 
Jiat, for myself, I never enter a new company 
rithout the hoiie that I may discover a friend, 

trhaps the friend, sitting there with an ex- 

wtant smile. That hope survives a thousand 
iJBappoiDtmeiits ; yet most of us tend to make 

wer friends as time goes on, partly because 
have Dot so much emotional activity to 

lare, partly because we become more cau- 
tious and discreet, and partly, too, because 
we become more aware of the responsibilities 
which lie in the background of a friendship, 
and because we tend to be more shy of re- 
Bponsibility. Borne of ub become less roman- 
tic and more comfortable; some of us become 
more diffident about what we have to give in 
return; some of us begin to feel that we can- 
not take up new ideas— none of them very 
good reasons perhaps; but still, for whatever 
reason, we make friends less easily. The main 
reason probably is that we acquire a point of 
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view, and it is easier to keep to that, and fit 
people in who accommodate themselves to it, 
than to modify the point of view with refer- 
ence to the new personalities. People who 
deal with life generously and large-heartedly 
go on multiplying relationships to the end. 

Qf course, as I have said, there are infinite 
grades of friendship, beginning with the 
friendship which is a mere cama/raderie aris- 
ing out of habit and proximity; and every one 
ought to be capable of forming this last re- 
lationship. The modest man, said Steven- 
son, finds his friendships ready-made; by 
which he meant that if one is generous, toler- 
ant, and ungrudging, then, instead of think- 
ing the circle in which one lives inadequate, 
confined, and unsympathetic, one gets the best 
out of it, and sees the lovable side of ordinary 
human beings. Such friendships as these can 
evoke perhaps the best and simplest kind of 
loyalty. It is said that in countries where 
oxen are used for ploughing in double har- 
ness, there are touching instances of an ox 
pining away, and even dying, if he loses his 
accustomed yoke-fellow. There are such hu- 
man friendships, sometimes formed on a blood 
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relationship, such as the friendBbip of a 
brother and a sister; and Bometimes a mar- 
riage transforms itself into this kind of 
camaraderie, and is a very blessed, quiet, beau- 
tiful thing. 

And then there are infinite gradations, such 
as the friendships of old and young, pupils 
and masters, parents and children, nurses and 
nurslings, employers and servants, all of them 
in a way unequal friendships, but capable of 
evoking the deepest and purest kinds of de- 
votion : such famous friendships have been 
Carlyie's devotion to his parents, Boswell's to 
Johnson, Stanley's to Arnold; till at last one 
comes to the typical and essential thing known 
specially as friendship — the passionate, de- 
voted, equal bond which exists between two 
people of the same age and sex ; many of which 
friendships are formed at school and college, 
and which often fade away into a sort of 
cordial glow, implying no particular commun- 
ion of life and thought. Marriage is often 
the great divorcer of such friendships, and 
circumstances generally, which sever and 
estrange; because, unless there is a constant 
interchange of thought and ideas, increasing 
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age tendB to emphaBiae differences. But there 
are instances of men like Newman and Fitz- 
Gerald, wlio Icept up a sort of romantic qi 
ity of friendship to the end, 

J remember the daughter of an old clergy- 
man of mj acquaintance telling me a pathetic 
and yet typical story of the end of one of these 
friendships. Her father and another elderly 
clergyman had been devoted friends in boy- 
hood and youth. CircumetanceB led to a sus- 
pension of intercourse, but at last, after a 
gap of nearly thirty years, during which the 
friends had not met, it was arranged that 
the old comrade should come and stay at the 
vicarage. As the time approached, her father 
grew visibly anxious, and coupled his fre- 
quent expression of the exquisite pleasure 
which the visit was going to bring him with 
elaborate arrangements as to which of his 
family should be responsible for the enter- 
tainment of the old comrade at every hour of 
the day: the daughters were to lead him out 
walking in the morning, his wife was to take 
him out to drive in the afternoon, and he 
was to share the smoking-room with a son, 

Lwho was at home, in the evenings — the one ob^B 
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ject being that the old gentleman should not 
have to interrupt his own routine, or bear the 
burden of entertaining a gueet; and he event- 
nail; contrived only to meet him at meals, 
when the two old friends did not appear to 
have anjthing particular to eaj to each other. 
When the visit was over, her father used to 
allude to his guest with a half-compassionate 
air: — "Poor Harry, he has aged terribly — I 
never saw a man bo changed; with such a 
limited range of interests, dear fellow, he has 
quite lost his old humour. Well, well ! it was 
a great pleasure to see him here. He was very 
anxious that we should go to stay with him, 
but I am afraid that will be rather difficult to 
manage; one is bo much at a loose end in a 
strange house, and then one's correspondence 
gets into arrears. Poor old Harry! What a 
lively creature he was up at Trinity to be 
Bare ! " Thus with a sigh dust is committed 
to dust. 

" What passions our friendships were! " 
said Thackeray to PitzGerald, speaking of 
University days. There is a shadow of melan- 
choly in the saying, because it implies that 
lor Thackeray, at all events, that kind of glow 
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had faded out of life. Perhaps — ^who knows? 
— he had accustomed himself, with those 
luminous, observant, humorous eyes, to look 
too deep into the heart of man, to study too 
closely and too laughingly the seamy side, the 
strange contrast between man's hopes and his 
performances, his dreams and his deeds. 
Ought one to be ashamed if that kind of gen- 
erous enthusiasm, that intensity of admira- 
tion, that yividness of sympathy die out of 
one's heart? Is it possible to keep alive the 
warmth, the colour of youth, suffusing all the 
objects near it with a lively and rosy glow? 
Some few people seem to find it possible, and 
can add to it a kind of rich tolerance, a lav- 
ish affectionateness, which pierces even deeper, 
and sees even more clearly, than tbe old 
partial idealisation. Such a large-hearted af- 
fection is found as a rule most often in people 
whose lives have brought them into intimate 
connection with their fellow-creatures — in 
priests, doctors, teachers, who see others not 
in their guarded and superficial moments, but 
in hours of sharp and poignant emotion. In 
many cases the bounds of sympathy narrow 
themselves into the family and the home — 
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because there only are men brought into an 
intimate connection with human emotion; be- 
cause to many people, and to the Anglo-Saxon 
race in particular, emotional situationa are a 
strain, and only profesaional duty, which Ib a 
fltrongly rooted instinct in the Anglo-Saxon 
temperament, keeps the emotional muscles 
agile and responsive. 

Another thing which tends to extinguieh 
friendships is that many of the people who 
desire to form them, and who do form 
them, wish to have the pleasures of friendship 
without the responsibilities. In the self-aban- 
donment of friendship we become aware of 
qualities and strains in the friend which we do 
not wholly like. One of the most difficult things 
to tolerate in a friend are faults which are 
Himilar without being quite the same. A com- 
mon quality, for instance, in the Anglo-Saxon 
race, is a touch of vulgarity, which is indeed 
the quality that makes them practically suc- 
cessful. A great many Anglo-Saxon people 
have a certain snobbishness, to give it a hard 
name ; it is probably the poison of the 
feudal system lurking in our veins. We ad- 
mire Bocceea unduly; we like to be respected. 
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of all people who idealise. When two anoli 
come t(^tber and feel a motoal attraction, 
they diBpIay instinctively and nneonBcioasIy 
the best of themselves; but melancboly dis- 
coveries snpervene; and then what generally 
happens is that the idealising friend is angry 
with the other for disappointing his hopes, not 
with himself for drawing an extravt 
picture. 

Bnch friendships have a sort of emotional 
sensuality about them; and to be dismayed 
by later discoveries is to decline upon Roas- 
seau's vice of handing in his babies to the 
foundling hospital, instead of trying to bring 
them up honestly; what lies at the base of it 
is the indolent shirking of the responsibilities 
for the natural consequences of friendship. 
The mistake arises from a bind of selfishness 
that thinks more of what it wants and desires 
to get than of taking what there is soberly 
and gratefully. 

It is often said that it is the duty and pri^ 
lege of a friend to warn his friend faithfully 
against his faults. I believe that this is a 
wholly mistaken principle. The essence of 
the situation is rather a cordial partnership, 
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of which the basie is liberty. What I mean by 
liberty ie not a freedom from responsibility, 
but an absence of obligation. I do not, of 
course, mean that one is to take all one can 
get and give as little as one likee, but rather 
that one must respect one's friend enough — 
and that is implied in the establishment of 
the relation — to abstain from directing him, 
nnless he desires and asks for direction. The 
telling of fanlts may be safely left to h(^tJle 

critics, and to what Sheridan calls " d d 

good-natured " acquaintances. But the friend 
must take for granted that his friend desires, 
ill a general way, what is good and true, even 
tboQgh he may pursue it on different lines. 
One's dnty is to encourage and believe in one's 
friend, not to disapprove of and to censure him. 
One loves him for what he ia, not for what he 
might be if he would only take one's advice. 
The point is that it mnst be all a free gift, not 
a mutual improvement society, — unless, in- 
deed, that is the basis of the compact. After 
all, a man can only feel responsible to God. 
One goes astray, no doubt, like a sheep that is 
loHt; but it is not the duty of another sheep 
to butt one hack into the right way, unless 
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indeed one appeals for help. One may have 
pastors and directors, bat the; can never be 
eqnai friends. If there is to be superiority 
in friendship, the lesser must willingly crown 
the greater; the greater most not ask to be 
crowned. The secure friendship is that which 
b^ns in comradeship, and moves into » more 
generons and emotional r^on. Then there is 
no need to demand or to question loyalty, be- 
cause the tie has been welded by many a simple 
deed, many a frank word. The ideal is a per- 
fect frankness and sincerity, which lays bare 
the soul as it is, without any false shame or 
any fear of misunderstanding. A friendfibip 
of this kind can be one of the purest, bright- 
est, and strongest things in the world. Yet 
how rare it is! What far oftener happens is 
that two people, in a sensitive and emotional 
mood, are brought together. They t>egin by 
comparing experiences, they search their 
memories for beautiful and fiuggestive things, 
and each feels, " This nature ia the true com- 
plement of my own ; what light it seems to 
shed on my own problems; how subtle, how 
appreciative it is ! " Then the process of dis- 
covery begins. Instead of the fair distant 
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city, all spiree and towers, which we discerned 
iu the distance in a sort of glory, we find that 
there are crooked lane^, muddy crossings, dull 
market-places, tiresome houses. Odd mis- 
shapen figures, fretful aud wearied, plod 
through the streets or look ont at windows; 
here is a ruin, with doleful creatures moping 
in the shade; we overturn a stone, and blind 
uncanny things writhe away from the light. 
We begin to reflect that it is after all much 
like other places, and that our fine romantic 
view of it was due to some accident of light 
and colour, some transfiguring mood of our 
own mind; and then we set out in search of 
another city which we see crowning a hill on 
the horizon, and leave the dull place to its own 
commonplace life. But to begin with com- 
radeship is to explore the streets and lanes 
first; and then day by day, as we go up and 
down in the town, we become aware of its 
picturesqueness and charm; we realise that it 
has an intense and eager life of its own, which 
we can share as a dweller, though we cannot 
touch it aa a visitor; and so the wonder grows, 
and the patient love of home. And we have 
snrprisea, too: we enter a door in a wall that 
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we have not seen before, and we are in a shrine 
jFull of fragrant inoense-smoke; the fallen day 
comes richly through stained windows; fig- 
ures move at the altar, where some holy rite 
is being celebrated. The truth is that a 
friendship cannot be formed in the spirit of 
a touristy who is above all in search of the 
romantic and the picturesque. Sometimes in- 
deed the wandering traveller may become the 
patient and contented inhabitant; but it is 
generally the other way, and the best friend- 
ships are most often those that seem at first 
sight dully made for us by habit and prox- 
imity, and which reveal to us by slow degrees 
their beauty and their worth. 



Thus far had I written, when it came into 
my mind. that I should like to see the reflec- 
tion of my beliefs in some other mind, to sub- 
mit them to the test of what I may perhaps be 
forgiven for calling a spirit-level! And so I 
read my essay to two wise, kindly, and gracious 
ladies, who have themselves often indeed 
graduated in friendship, and taken the highest 
honours. I will say nothing of the tender 
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courtesy with which they made their head- 
breaking balms precious; I told them that I 
had not finished my essay^ and that before I 
launched upon my last antistrophe, I wanted 
inspiration. I cannot here put down the 
phrases they used^ but I felt that they spoke 
in symbols, like two initiated persons, for 
whom the corn and the wine and the oil of the 
sacrifice stand for yery secret and beautiful 
mysteries; but they said in effect that I had 
been depicting, and not untruly, the outer 
courts and corridors of friendship. What 
they told me of the inner shrine I shall pres- 
ently describe; but when I asked them to 
say whether they could tell me instances of 
the best and highest kind of friendship, exist- 
ing and increasing and perfecting itself be- 
tween two men, or between a man and a 
woman, not lovers or wedded, they found a 
great diflaculty in doing so. We sifted our 
common experiences of friendships, and we 
could find but one or two such, and these had 
somewhat lost their bloom. It came then to 
this: that in the emotional region, many wo- 
men, but very few men, can form the highest 
kind of tie; and we agreed that men tended 
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to find what they needed in marriage, because 
they were rather interested in than dependent 
upon personal emotion, and because practical 
life, as the years went on — the life of causes 
and movements and organisations and ideas 
and investigations — tended to absorb the en- 
ergies of men; and that they found their 
emotional life in home ties; and that the man 
who lived for emotional relations would tend 
to be thought, if not to be, a sentimentalist; 
but that the real secret lay with women, and 
with men of perhaps a feminine fibre. And all 
this was transfused by a kind of tender pity, 
without any touch of complacency or superi- 
ority, such as a mother might have for the 
whispered hopes of a child who is lost in tiny 
materia! dreams. But I gathered that there 
was a region in which the heart could be en- 
tirely absorbed in a deep and beautiful ad- 
miration for some other soul, and rejoice 
whole-heartedly in its nobleness and greatness; 
so that no question of gaining anything, or 
even of being helped to anything, came in, any 
more than one who baa long been pent in 
shadow and gloom and illness, and comes out 
for the first time into the sun, thinks ( 



iks of auf'^^J 




Friendship 



69 



^ 
P 



benefits that he may receive from the caressing 
snolight; he merely knows that it ia joy and 
tappineBB and life to be there, and to feel the 
warm light comfort him and make him glad; 
and all this I had no difficulty in understand- 
ing, for I knew the emotion that they spoke 
of, thongh I called it by a different name. I 
saw that it waa love indeed, but love infinitely 
purified, and witJi all the sense of possession 
that mingles with masculine love subtracted 
from it; and how such a relation might grow 
and increase, until there arose a sort of secret 
and vital union of spirit, more real indeed than 
time and space, so that, even if this were di- 
vorced and sundered by absence, or the clouded 
mind, or death itself, there could be no shadow 
of doubt as to the permanence of the tie; and 
a glance X'^^^^ between the two as they 
spoke, which made me feel like one who hears 
an organ rolling, and voices rising in sweet 
harmonies inside some building, locked and 
barred, which he may not enter. I could not 
donbt that the music waa there, while I knew 
that for some dulness or belatedness I was 
myself shut out; not, indeed, that I doubted 
of the truth of what was said, but I was in the 
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position of the old saint who said that he be- 
lievedy and prayed to One to help his unbelief. 
For I saw that though I projected the lines of 
my own experience infinitely, adding loyalty 
to loyalty, and admiration to admiration, it 
was all on a different plane. This interfusion 
of personality, this vital union of soul, I could 
not doubt it! but it made me feel my own 
essential isolation still more deeply, as when 
the streaming sunlight strikes warmth and 
glow out of the fire, revealing crumbling ashes 
where a moment before had been a heart of 
fiame. 

''Ah te me8B si partem aninuB rapit 
Maturior vis, quid moror altera?*' — 

" Ah, if the violence of fate snatch thee from 
me, thou half of my soul, how can I, the other 
half, still linger here?*' So wrote the old 
cynical, worldly, Latin poet of his friend — 
that poet whom, for all his deftness and grace, 
we are apt to accuse of a certain mundane 
heartlessness, though once or twice there 
flickers up a sharp fiame from the comfort- 
able warmth of the pile. Had he the secret 
hidden in his heart all the time? If one oould 
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dream of a nearness like that, which doubts 
nothing, and questions nothing, but which 
tea<:hes the soul to move in as unconscioue a 
uuison with another eoni ae one's two eyes 
move, so that the brain cannot distinguitih be- 
tween the impressions of each, would not that 
be worth the loss of all that we hold most 
Bweet? We pay a price for our qualities; the 
thistle cannot become the vine, or the oak the 
rose, by admiration or desire. But we need 
not doubt of the divine alchemy that gives 
good gifts to others, and denies them to our- 
selves. And thus I can gratefully own that 
there are indeed these high mysteries of friend- 
ship, and I can be glad to discern them afar 
off, as the dweller on the high moorland, in 
the wind-swept farm, can see, far away in the 
woodland valley, the smoke go up from happy 
cottage-chimneys, nestled in leaves, and the 
spire point a hopeful Snger up to heaven. Life 
would be a poorer thing if we had all that we 
desired, and it is permitted to hope that if we 
are faithfnl with our few things, we may be 
made rnlers over many things! 
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nPHERE is a pleasant story of a Cambridge 
1 undergraduate finding it necessary to 
expound the four allegorical figures that crown 
the parapet of Trinity Library. They are the 
Learned Muses, as a matter of fact ^^What 
are those figures. Jack?" said an ardent sis- 
ter, labouring under the false feminine im- 
pression that men like ^ explaining things. 
^^Those^" said Jack, observing them for the 
first time in his life — ^^ those are Faith, Hope, 
and Charity, of course." "Oh! but there are 
four of them," said the irrepressible fair one. 
"What is the otter?" Jack, not to be dis- 
mayed, gave a hasty glance; and, observing 
what may be called philosophical instru- 
ments in the hands of the statue, said firmly, 
"That is Geography." It made a diarming 
quaternion. 

7a 
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I have often felt, myself, that the time has 
come to raise another flgure to the hierarchy 
of Christian graces. Faith, Hope, and Char- 
ity were Bulflcient in a more elementary and 
barbarous age; but, now that the world haa 
broadened somewhat, I think an addition to 
the trio is demanded. A man may be faith- 
ful, hopeful, and charitable, and yet leave much 
to be desired. He may be useful, no doubt, 
with that equipment, but he may also be both 
tiresome and even absurd. The fourth quality 
that I should like to t^ee raised to the highest 
rank among Christian graces is the Grace of 
Humonr. 

I do not think that Humour has ever en- 
joyed its due repute in the ethical scale. The 
possession of it saves a man from priggish- 
nesBj and the possession of faith, hope, and 
charity does not. Indeed, not only do these 
three virtues not save a man from priggish- 
ness — they sometimes even plunge him in ir- 
reclaimable depths of superiority. I suppose 
that when Christianity was first making itself 
felt in the world the one quality needful was 
a deep-seated and enthusiastic earnestness. 
There is nothing that makes life so enjoyable 



I 



74 At Large 

as being in earnest It is not the light, laugh- 
terlovingy jocose people who have the best time 
in the world. They have a checkered career. 
They skip at times upon the hills of merri- 
menty but they also descend gloomily at other 
times into the valleys of dreariness. But the 
man who is in earnest is generally neither 
merry nor dreary. He has not time to be 
either. The early Christians, engaged in leav- 
ening the world, had no time for levity or list- 
lessness. A pioneer cannot be humorous. 
But now that the world is leavened and Christ- 
ian principles are theoretically, if not prac- 
tically, taken for granted, a new range of 
qualities comes in sight. By humour I do not 
mean a taste for irresponsible merriment; for, 
though humour is not a necessarily melan- 
choly thing, in this imperfect world the hu- 
mourist sighs as often as he smiles. What I 
mean by it is a keen perception of the rich in- 
congruities and absurdities of life, its undue 
solemnity, its guileless pretentiousness. To 
be true humour, it must not be at all a cynical 
thing — ad soon as it becomes cynical it loses 
all its natural grace; it is an essentially ten- 
der-hearted quality, apt to find excuse, ready 
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to condone, eager to forgive. The professor of 
!(■ eau never be ridiculous, or heavy, or supe- 
rior. Wit, of couFBe, is a very small province 
of humour: wit is to humour what lightniug 
18 to the electric fluid — a vivid, bright, crack- 
ling symptom of it in certain conditions; but 
a man may be deeply and essentially humor- 
ous and never aay a witty thing in his life, 
To be witty, one has to be fanciful, intellect- 
ual, deft, light-hearted; and the humourist 
need be none of these things. 

In religion, the absence of a due sense of 
humour has been the cause of some of our 
worst disasters. All rational people know 
that what has done most to depress and dis- 
count religion is ecclesiastic ism. The spirit 
of ecclesiasticism is the spirit that confuses 
proportions, that loves what is unimportant, 
that hides great principles under minute rules, 
that aacrifleea simplicity to complexity, that 
adores dogma, and definition, and labels of 
every kind, that substitutes the letter for the 
epirit. The greatest misfortune that can be- 
fall religion is that it should become logical, 
that it should evolve a reasoned system from 
InsnlBcient data ; but humour abhors logic, and 
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cannot pin its faith on inBecnre dednctiomi. 
The heavieet burdeo which religion can hare 
to bear is the burden of tradition, and humour 
is the determined foe of ererjthing that is 
conventional and traditional. The Pharisaical 
spirit loves precedent and authority; the hu- 
morous spirit loves all that is swift and 
shifting and subversive and fresh. One of the 
reasons why the orthodox heaven is so depress- 
ing a place is that there eeems to be no room 
in it for laughter ; it is all harmony and raeek- 
nees, sanctified by nothing but the gravest of 
smiles. What wonder that humanity is de- 
jected at the thought of an existence from 
which all possibility of innocent absurdity and 
kindly mirth is subtracted — the only things 
which have persistently lightened and beguiled 
the earthly pilgrimage! That is why the death 
of a humorous person has so deep an added 
tinge of melancholy about it — because it is 
apt to seem indecorous to think of what 
was his most congenial and charming trait 
still finding scope for its exercise. We 
are never likely to be able to tolerate the 
thought of death while we continue to think 
of it as a thing which will 
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I ef some of its richest and moat salient 
oharacteristicH, 

Even the ghastly humour of Milton is a 
shade better than this. It will be remem- 
bered tJiat he makes the archangel say to 
Adam that astronomy has been made by the 
Creator a complicated subject, in order that 
the bewilderment of Bcientiflo men may be a 
matter of entertainment to Him! 

He HIb fabric of the Heavens 
Hath left to their disputes, perhaps to move 
His laughter at their quaint opinions wide. 

Or, again, we may remember the harsh con- 
tortions of dry cachinnation indulged in by 
the rebel spirits, when they have succeeded in 
toppling over with their artillery the armed 
I hoBts of Seraphim. Milton certainly did not 
P Intend to subtract all humonr from the celes- 
tial regions. The only pity was that he had 
not himself emerged beyond the childish stage, 
which finds its deepest amusement in the dia- 
..aeters and catastrophes of stately persons. 

It may be asked whether we have any war- 
Kzant in the GosjK!! for the Christian exercise 
V4( hnmoar. I have no doubt of it myself. The 
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image of the children id the market-place who 
cannot get their peevish companiouB to join in 
games, whether merry or mournful, as illus- 
trating the attitude of the Phariaeea who 
blamed John the Baptist for asceticism and 
Christ for sociability, is a touch of real hu- 
mour; and the story of the importunate widow 
with the Dojnst judge, who betrayed so naively 
hia principle of judicial action by saying 
" Though I fear not God, neither regard men, 
yet will I avenge this widow, lest by her con- 
tinual coming she weary me," must — I cannot 
believe otherwise — have been intended to pro- 
voke the hearers' mirth. There is not, of 
course, any superabundance of such instances, 
but Christ's reporters were not likely to be on 
the look-out for sayings of this type. Yet I 
find it impossible to believe that One who 
touched all the stops of the human heart, and 
whose stories are among the moat beautiful 
and vivid things ever said in the world, can 
have exercised His unequalled power over hu- 
man nature without allowing His hearers to 
be charmed by many humorous and incisive 
touches, as well as by more poetical and emo- 
tional images. No one has ever swayed the 
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human mind in ro uniqne a fashion withont 
holding in his hand all the stringH that move 
and stir the facuttiea of delighted apprehen- 
sion ; and of these faculties humonr is one 
of the foremoBt. The amazing lightness of 
Christ's touch upon life, the way in which Hia 
words plumbed the depths of peraonality, 
make me feel abundantly sure that there was 
no dreary sense of oyerwhelming seriousness 
in His relations with His friends and disciples. 
Believing as we do that He was Perfect Man, 
we surely cannot conceive of one of the sweet- 
est and most enlivening of all human qualities 
as being foreign to His character. 

Otherwise there is little trace of humour 
in tJie New Testament. Bt. Paul, one would 
think, would have had iiii:le sympathy with 
humourists. He was too flery, too militant, 
too much preoccupied with the working out 
of his ideas, to have the leisure or the inclina- 
tion to take stock of humanity. Indeed I have 
Bometimea thought that if he had had some 
touch of the qnality, he might have given a dif- 
ferent bias to the faith; his application of the 
method which he had inherited from the Jew- 
ish school of theology, coupled with his own 
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fervid rhetoric, was the first step, I have often 
tbought, in disengaging tiie Christian deTelop- 
nient from the simplicity and emotion of the 
first nnclouded message, in transferring the 
faith from the region of pure conduct and 
sweet tolerance into a province of fierce defl*i 
nition and intellectual interpretation. 

I think it was Goethe who said that Greek 
was the sheath into which the dagger of the 
human mind fitted best; and it is true that one 
finds among the Greeks the brightest efflores- 
cence of the human mind. Who shall account 
for that extraordinary and fragrant flower, 
the flower of Greek culture, so perfect la 
cnrve and colonr, in proportion and scenl^ 
opening so anddenlj, in snch a strange isol&- 
tiOD, so long ago, upon the human stock? 
The Greeks had the wonderful combination of 
childish zest side by side with mature taste; 
x'apts, as they called it — ^a perfect charm, an 
instinctive grace — was the mark of their spirit. 
And we should naturally expect to find in 
their literature the same sublimation of hu- 
mour that we find in their other (jnalities. 
Unfortunately the greater number of their 
comedies are lost. Of Menander we have 
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few tiny fragmenta, as it were, of a delectable 
"^-^se ; but in Aristophanea there is a delicious 
levity^ an incomparable prodigality of laugh- 
ter-moving absurdities, which has possibly 
tBnever been equalled. Side by side with that 
i s the tender and charming irony of Plato, 
^%j\'lio is even more humorous, if less witty, than 
-Aristoiihanes. But the Greeks seem to have 
"been alone in their application of humour to 
Xiterature, In the older world literature 
"tended to be rather a serious, pensive, stately 
"thing, concerned with human desliny and ar- 
"tistio beauty. One searches in vain for hu- 
mour in the energetic and ardent Roman mind. 
Their very comedies were mostly adaptations 
trom the Greek. I have never myself been 
able to discern the humour of Terence or 
PlautuR to any great extent. The humour of 
the latter is of a brutal and harsh kind; and 
it has always been a marvel to me that Luther 
said that the two books he would take to be 
his companions on a desert island would be 
Plautus and the Bible. Horace and Martial 
have a certain deft appreciation of human 
weakness, but it is of the nature of smartness 
rather than of true humour — the wit of the 
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satirist rather; and then the ourtain 
the older world. 

When humour next makes its appearance, in 
FraBce and England pre-eminently, we realise 
that we are in the presence of a far larger and 
finer quality; and now we have, so to speak, 
whole bins full of liquors, of various brands 
and qualities, from the mirthful absurdities 
of the English, the i>awky gravity of the 
Scotch, to the dry and sparkling beverage of 
the American. To give an historical sketch of 
the gi'owth and development of modern hu- 
mour would be a task that might well claim 
the energies of some literary man ; it seems to 
me surprising that some German philosopher 
has not attempted a soientiflo classiflcation of 
the subject. It would perhaps he best done 
by a man without appreciation of humour, be- 
cause only then could one hope to escape be- 
ing at the mercy of preferences ; it would have 
to be studied purely as a phenomenon, a symp- 
tom of the mind; and nothing but an over 
whelming love of classification would carry a 
student past the sense of its unimportance. 
But here I would rather attempt not to find 
a formula or a definition for humour, but 
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■ what it ie, like argon, by eliminating 
other characteristics until the eyasive quality 

It lies deep in nature. The peevish montb 
«ind the fallen eye of the plaice, the helpless 
a-otundity of the sunfish, the mournfol gape 
and rolling glance of the goldfish, the furious 
and ineffective mien of the barndoor fowl, the 
-wild grotesquenesH of the babypoussa and the 
"wart-hog, the crafty solemn eye of the parrot, 
— if anch things as these do not testify to a 
sense of humour in the Creative Spirit, it is 
liard to account for the fact that in man a 
perception is implanted which should find such 
Eights pleasurably entertaining from infancy 
upwards. I suppose the root of the matter 
38 that, insensibly comparing these facial at- 
tributes with the expression of humanity, one 
credits the animals above described with the 
emotions which they do not necessarily feel ; 
yet even bo it is hard to analyse, because 
grotesque exaggeratioos of human features 
which are perfectly normal and natural seem 
calculated to move the amusement of human- 
ity quite instinctively. A child is apt to be 
alarmed at first by what is grotesque, and, 
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when once reassured, to find in it k 
delight. Perhaps the mistake we i 
credit Creative Spirit with human emotional I 
but, OD the other hand, it is difficult to see howl 
complex emotions, not connected with any I 
material needs and impulses, can be fonnd I 
existing in organisms, unless the same emo-J 
tions eiist in the mind of their Creator, 
the thrush bursts into song on the bare 1 
at evening, if the child smiles to see the bulg- 
ing hairy cactus, there must be, I think, some- 
thing joyful and smiling at the heart, the 
inmost cell of nature, loving beauty and langh'- i 
ter; indeed, beauty and mirth must be the nat- 
ural signs of health and content. And then 
there strike in upon the mind two thoughts: 
Is, perhaps, the basis of humour a kind of 
selfish security? Does one primarily 1 
all that is odd, grotesque, broken, ill at eas^ I 
fantastic, because such things heighten thft.| 
sense of one's own health and security? I doj 
not mean that this is the flower of modem ,f 
humour; but is it not, perhaps, the root? 
not the basis of laughter perhaps the purely I 
childish and selfish impulse to delight not in | 
the Buflferings of others, but in the sense which 
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siH distorted thinge minister to one — that one 
iw temporarily, at least, more blest than they? 
,A child does not laugh for pure happiness — 
"when it is happiest, it ia most grave and sol- 
dnn ; bat when the sense of its health and 
Boundness is brought home to it poignantly, 
"then it laughs aloud, just as it laughs at the 
pleasant pain of being tickled, because the 
~tin^ uneasiuess throws into relief its sense of 
»ecure well-being. 

And the further thought — a deep and strange 
one — is this: We see how all mortal things 
have a certain curve or cycle of life — youth, 
maturity, age. May not that law of being run 
deeper still? We think of nature being ever 
strong, ever young, ever joyful ; but may not 
the very shadow of sorrow and snflfering in 
the world be the sign that nature too grows 
old and weary? May there have been a dim 
age, far back beyond history or fable or scien- 
tific record, when she, too, waa yonug and light- 
hearted? The Borrows of the world are at 
present not like the sorrows of age. but the 
sorrows of maturity. There is no decrepitude 
ill the world: its heart is restless, vivid, and 
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cholj of youth — a melancholj deeply tinged 
with beauty ; it is foil of boundless visions and 
eager dreams; though it is thwarted, it be- 
lieres in its ultimate triumph ; and the growth 
of humour in the world may be just the 
shadow of hard faot falling upon the generous 
vision, for that is where humour resides: 
youth believes glowingly that all things are 
possible, but maturity sees that to hope is not 
to execute, and acquiesces smilingly in the 
incongruity between the programme and the 
performance. 

Humour resides in the peroeption of limita- 
tion, in discerning how often the conventional 
principle is belied by the actual practice. 
The old world was full of youthful sense of its 
own importance; it held that all things were 
created for man — that the flower was de- 
signed to yield him colour and fragrance, that 
the beast of the earth was made to give him 
food and sport. This philosophy was summed 
up in the phrase that man icas the measure 
of all things; but now we have learned that man 
is but the most elaborate of created organisms, 
and that just as there was a time when man 
did not exist, so there may be a time to come 
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when beings infinitely more elaborate may 
look back to man as we look back to trilobites 
— ^those strange creatures, like huge wood-lice, 
that were in their day the glory and crown of 
creation. Perhaps our dreams of supremacy 
and finality may be in reality the absurdest 
thing in the world for their pomposity and 
pretentiousness. Who can say? 

But to retrace our steps awhile. It seems 
that the essence of humour is a certain peiv 
ception of incongruity. Let us take a single 
instance. There is a story of a drunken man 
who was observed to feel his way several times 
all round the railings of a London square, 
with the intention apparently of finding some 
way of getting in. At last he sat down, cov- 
ered his face with his hands and burst into 
tears, saying, with deep pathos, ^^I am shut 
in ! " In a sense it was true : if the rest of the 
world was his prison, and the garden of the 
square represented liberty, he was undoubtedly 
incarcerated. Or, again, take the story of the 
Scotchman returning from a convivial occa- 
sion, who had jumped carefully over the 
shadows of the lamp-posts, but on coming to 
the shadow of the chnreh-tower mefally took 
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off his boots and stockinge, and turned hiB 
trousers up, sayiug, " I '11 ha'e to wade." The 
reason why the stories of drunken persons are 
often so indescribably humorous, though, no 
doubt, highly deplorable in a Christian coun- 
try, is that the victim loses all sense of prob- 
ability and proportion, and laments unduly 
over an altogether imaginary dilficulty. The 
appreciation of such situations is in reality 
the same as the common and barbarous form 
of humour, of which we have already spoken, 
which consists of tffiing amused at the disas- 
ters which befall others. The stage that is but 
slightly removed from the lowest stage is the 
theory of practical jokes, the humour of which 
is the pleasure of observing the actions of a 
person in a disagreeable predicament which 
is not so serious as the victim supposes. And 
thus we get to the region illustrated by the 
two stories I have told, where the humour lies 
in the observation of one in a predicament 
that appears to be of a tragic character, when 
the tragic element is purely imaginary. And 
so we pass into the region of intellectual 
humour, which may be roughly illustrated by 
such sayings as that of George Sand that 
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nothing is such a restorative as rhetoric, or 
the claim advaEced b,v a patriot that Shake- 
speare was undoubtedly a Scotchman, ou the 
ground that his talents would jnstifj the 
su]tpo8itiOD. The humour of George Sand's 
epigram depends upon the perception that 
rhetoric, which ought to be based upon a pro- 
found conviction, an overwhelming passion, an 
intense enthusiasm, is often little more than 
the abandonment of a personality to a mood 
of intoxicating ebullience; while the humour 
of the Shakesi)eare story lies in a sense of the 
way in which a national predilection will 
override all reasonable evidence. 

It will be recognised how much of our hu- 
mour depends upon our keen perception of 
the weaknesseB and imperfections of other 
nationalities. A great statesman once said 
that if a Scotchman applied for a post and 
was UDSUCcessful, his one object became to 
secure the post for another Scotchman ; while 
if an Irishman made an unsuccessful applica- 
tion, his only aim was to prevent any other 
Irishman from obtaining the post. That is a 
humorous way of contrasting the jealous 
patriotism of the Scot with the pasBiouate 
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of tke Cdt. The onrions factor 
of this species of hnmour is that we are en- 
tirely nnable to recognise the typicality of the 
caricatures which other nations draw of onr- 
selyes. A German fails to reci^nise the Eng- 
lish idea of the German as a man who, after 
a meal of gigantic proportions and incredible 
potations, amidst the smoke of endless cigars, 
will discuss the terminology of the absolute, 
and burst into tears over a verse of poetry or 
a strain of music. Similarly the Englishman 
cannot divine what is meant by the English- 
man of the French stage, with his long 
whiskers, his stiff pepper-and-salt clothes, 
walking arm-in-arm with a raw-boned wife, 
short-skirted and long-toothed, with a bevy 
of short-skirted and long-toothed daughters 
walking behind. 

But if it requires a robust humourist to per- 
ceive the absurdity of his own nation, what 
intensity of humour is required for a man to 
see the absurdity of himself! To acquiesce in 
appearing ridiculous is the height of philoso- 
phy. We are glad enough to amuse other peo- 
ple intentionally, but how many men does one 
know who do not resent amusing other people 
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unintentionally? Yet if one were a true phi- 
lanthropist, how delighted we ought to be to 
aSord to others a constant feast of innocent 
and joyful contemplation, 

Bnt the fact which emerges from all these 
considerations is the fact that we do not give 
humour its place of due dignity in the moral 
and emotional scale. The truth is that we in 
England have fallen into a certain groove of 
linmour of late, the humour of paradox. The 
formula which lies at the base of our present 
ODtput of humour is the formula, " Whatever 
iSj is wrong," The method has been over- 
organised, and the result is that humour can 
be manufactured in unlimited quantities. The 
type of such humour is the saying of the hu- 
mourist that he went about the world with one 
dread constantly hanging over him — " the 
dread of not being misunderstood." I would 
not for a moment deny the quality of such 
humour, but it grows vapid and monotonous. 
It is painful to observe the clever young man 
the present day, instead of aiming at the 
iprcBSion of things beautiful and emotional 
■hieh he is often well equipped to produce, 
all the charm of freshness and indiscre- 



92 At Large 

tion, turn aside to smart writing of a cynical 
type, because he cannot bear to be thought 
immature. He wants to see the effect of his 
cleverness, and the envious smile of the 
slower-witted is dearer to him than the secret 
kindling of a sympathetic mind. Real humour 
is a broader and a deeper thing, and it can 
hardly be attained until a man has had some 
acquaintance with the larger world; and that 
very experience, in natures that are emotional 
rather than patient, often tends to extinguish 
humour because of the knowledge that life is 
really rather too sad and serious a business 
to afford amusement. The man who becomes 
a humourist is the man who contrives to re- 
tain a certain childlike zest and freshness of 
mind side by side with a large and tender 
tolerance. This state of mind is not one to 
be diligently sought after. The humourist 
nascitur non fit. One sees young men of ir- 
responsible levity drawn into the interest of a 
cause or a profession, and we say sadly of 
them that they have lost their sense of hu- 
mour. They are probably both happier and 
more useful for having lost it. The humourist 
is seldom an apostle or a leader. But one does 
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^^«ca8ionally find a man of real genius who 
^^dds to a deep and vital serious neaa a de- 
*3gfitfnl perception of the superficial absurdi- 
^ties of life; who is lilie a river, at ouce strong 
■^and silent beneath, with sunny ripplea and 
^Dright water-breaks upon the surface. Moat 
^men must be content to flow turbid and enllen, 
^nrnlng the mills of life or bearing its barges; 
fathers may dash and flicker through existence, 
3ike a shallow stream. Perhaps, indeed, it 
anay be said that to be a real humourist there 
muat be a touch of hardness somewhere, a 
tony carapace, because we seldom see one of 
"very strong and ardent emotions who Is a 
^ue humourist ; and this is, I suppose, the rea- 
son why women, as a rule, are so far lees hu- 
anorouB than men. We have to pay a price 
I" iop our good qualities ; and though I had rather 
I "be strong, affectionate, loyal, nobte-minded, 
I than be the best humourist in the world, yet 
if a gift of humour be added to these graces 
' yon have a combination that is absolutely 
irresistible, because you have a perfect sense 
of proportion that never allows emotion to 
degenerate into gush, or virtue into rigidity ; 
and thus I say that humour is a kind of divine 
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and crowning graoe in a oharaoter, because it 
means an artistic sense of proportion, a true 
and vital tolerance, a power of infinite 
forgiveness. 
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T^HERB are many motives tiiat impel us 
* to travel, to change onr sky, as Horace 
calls it — ^good motives and bad, selfish and un- 
selfish, noble and ignoble. With some people 
it is pure restlessness; the tedium of ordinary 
life weighs on them, and travel, they think, 
will distract them; people travel for the sake 
of health, or for business reasons, or to accom- 
pany some one else, or because other people 
travel. And these motives are neither good 
nor bad, they are simply suflBcient. Some peo- 
ple travel to enlarge their minds or to write 
a book; and the worst of travelling for such 
reasons is that it so often Implants in the 
traveller, when he returns, a desperate desire 
to enlarge other people's minds too. Unhappily, 
it needs an extraordinary gift of vivid de- 
scription and a tactful art of selection to make 

95 



r 



96 At Large 

the reflectiona of one's travels intereating 
other people. It is a great miafortune ft 
biographers that there are abundance of peo* 
pie who are stirred, partly by unwonted lei- 
sure and partly by awatened interest, to keep 
a diary ooly when they are abroad. These 
extracts from diaries of foreign travel, wbicli 
generally pour their muddy stream into a bio- 
graphy on the threshold of the hero's manhood, 
are things to be reaolutely skipped. What one 
desires in a biography is to see the ordinary 
texture of a man's life, an account of his 
working days, his normal hours; and to most 
people the normal current of their lives ap- 
pears so commonplace and uninteresting that 
they keep no record of it, while they often 
keep an elaborate record of their impressions' 
of foreign travel, which are generally super- 
ficial and picturesque, and remarkably like the 
impressions of all other intelligent people. A 
friend of mine returned the other day from, 
an American tour, and told me that he «*■ 
ceived a severe rebuke, out of the mouth of a 
babe, which cured him of expatiating on hia 
experiences. He lunched with hia brother 
soon after his return, and was holding forth 
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■^vitl a consdoTisness of brilliant descriptive 

^nilihasis, wben his eldest nephew, aged eight, 

"to-wards the end of the meal, laid down his 

si>oon and fork, and said piteously to his 

■Dao"ther, "Mummy, I must talk; it does make 

Dae 80 tired to hear Uncle going on like that." 

-A. still more effective rebuke was administered 

"y a clever lady of my acquaintance to a 

*^oti8iii of hers, a young lady who liad just re- 

■tiar-ned from India, and was very full of her 

^^perienees. The eonsin had devoted beraelf 

"^^f ing breakfast to giving a lively description 

*-*^ social life in India, and was preparing to 

^Pend the morning in continuing her lecture, 

^^iien the elder lady slipped out of the room, 

^nd returned with some aermon-paper, a blot- 

^ing-book, aud a pen. " Maud," she said, 

' Oiia is too good to be lost : yon must write 

^t all down, every word ! " The projected 

^^V^anuscript did not come to very much, but 

^^^vtbe lesson was not tbrown away. 

^^V Perhaps, for most people, the best results 

of travel are that they return with a sense of 

grateful security to the familiar scene: the 

rmonotonooB current of life has been enlivened, 

Hlie old relalionships have gained a new value, 
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the old gossip is taken up with a comfortable 
zest ; the old rooms are the best, after all, the 
homely language is better than the outlandish 
tongue; it is a comfort to have done with 
squeezing the sponge and cramming the trunk : 
it is good to be at home. 

But to people of more cultivated and intel- 
lectual tastes there is an abundance of good 
reasons for the pursuit of impressions. It is 
worth a little fatigue to see the spring sun 
lie softly upon the unfamiliar foliage, to see 
the delicate tints of the purple-flowered Judas- 
tree, the bright colours of Southern houses, 
the old high-shouldered ch&teau blinking 
among its wooded parterres; it is pleasant to 
see mysterious rites conducted at tabernacled 
altars, under dark arches, and to smell the 
"thick, strong, stupefying incense-smoke"; to 
see well-known pictures in their native setting, 
to hear the warm waves of the canal lapping 
on palace-stairs, with the exquisite moulded 
cornice overhead. It gives one a strange 
thrill to stand in places rich with dim asso- 
ciations, to stand by the tombs of heroes and 
saints, to see the scenes made familiar by art 
or history, the homes of famous men. Such 
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travel is fall of wearineas and disappointment. 
The place one had desired half a lifetime to 
behold turns out to be much like other places, 
devoid of inspiration. A tiresome companion 
casts dreariness as from an inky cloud upon 
tiie mind. Do I not remember visiting the 
Palatine with a friend bursting with archseo- 
logical information, who led us from room to 
room, and identified all by means of a folding 
plan, to find at the conclusion that he had 
begrm at the wrong end, and that even the cen- 
tral room was not identified correctly, because 
the number of rooms was even, and not odd? 
But, for al! that, there come blessed un- 
utterable moments, when the mood and the 
scene and the companion are all attuned in a 
ift harmony. Such momenta come back to 
le as I write. I see the mouldering brick- 
rk of a crumbling tomb all overgrown with 
grasses and snapdragons, far out in the Cara- 
pagna; or feel the plunge of the boat through 
the reed-beds of the Anapo, as we slid into the 
silent pool of blue water in the heart of the 
marsh, where the sand danced at the bottom, 
and the springs bubbled up, while a great bit- 
tern flew booming away from a reedy pool hard 
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by. Such things are worth paying a heavy 
price for, because they bring a sort of atrial 
difitance into the mind, they touch the spirit 
with a hoiie that the desire for beauty and 
perfection is not, after all, wholly unrealis- 
able, but that there is a sort of treasure to be 
found even upon earth, if one diligently goes 
in search of it. 

Of one thing, however, I am quite certain, 
and that is that travel should not be a fever- 
ish garnering of impressions, but a delicious 
and leisurely plunge into a different atmos- 
phere. It is better to visit few plaoes, and to 
become at home in each, than to race from 
place to place, guide-book in hand. A beau- 
tiful scene does not yield up its secrets to the 
eye of the collector. What one wants is not 
definite impressions but indefinite influences. 
Tt is of little use to enter a church, unless one 
tries to worship there, because the essence of 
the place is worship, and only through worship 
can the secret of the shrine be apprehended. 
It is of little use to survey a landscape, 
unless one has an overpowering desire to 
spend the remainder of one's days there ; 
because it is the life of the place, and not the 
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isjght of it, in which one desires to have a 
^art. Above all, one must not let one'e memo- 
ries sleep as in a duaty lumber-room of the 
suind. In a quiet firelit hour one must draw 
xiear and scrutinise them afresh, and ask one- 
eelf what remains. As 1 write, I open the door 
«f mj treasury and look round. What comes 
"Up before me? I see an opalescent sky, and 
"the great soft blue rollers of a sapphire sea. 
I am journeying, it seems, in no mortal boat, 
^ough it was a commonplace vessel enough 
at the time, twenty years ago, and singularly 
destitute of bodily provision. What is that 
over the sea's rim, where the tremulous, shift- 
ing, blue line of billows shimmers and fluctu- 
ates? A long, low promontory, and in the 
centre, over white clustered houses and masts 
of shipping, risen a white dome like the shrine 
of some celestial city. That is Cadiz (or me. 
I dare say the picture is all wrong, and I shall 
be told that Cadiz has a tower and is full 
of factory-chimneys ; but for me the dome, 
ghostly white, rises as though moulded out of 
a single pearl, upon the shifting edges of the 
haze. Whatever I have seen in my life, that 
at least is immortal. 
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Or again the sceiie ehifts, and now I stmnble 
to the deck of another little steamer, very in- 
Bofflciently habited in the sharp freshnesa of 
the dawn of a spring morning. The waves are 
different here — not the great steely, league- 
long rollers of the Atlantic, but the sharp 
azore waves, marching in rhrthmio order, of 
the Mediterranean; what is the land, with 
grasey downs and folded valleys falling to 
grey cHffs, upon which the brisk wares whiten 
and leap? That is Sicily; and the thought 
of Theocritus, with Uie shepherd-boy singiag 
light-heartedly npon the headland a song of 
sweet days and little eager }oys, comes into 
my heart like wine, and brings a sharp touch 
of tears into the eyes. Theocritus I How little 
I thought, as I read the ngly brown volume 
with its yellow paper, in the dusty school- 
room at Eton ten years before, that it was go- 
ing to uieau that to me, sweetly as even then, in 
I a moment torn from the noisy tide of schoolboy 
lifdf came the pretty echoes of the song into 
a little fanciful and restless mind! But now, 
B8 I see those deserted limestone crags, 
endless sheep-wold, with no sign of a habita- 
tion, rising and falling far into the distanocyj 
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with the fresh sea-breeze upon my cheek — there 
oomes upon me that tender sorrow for all the 
beautiful dajs that are dead, the days when 
the shepherds walked together, exulting in 
youth and warmth and good-fellowship and 
song, to the village festival, and met the wan- 
dering minstrel, with his coat of skin and his 
kind, ironical smile, who gave them, after their 
halting lays, a touoh of the old true melody 
from a master's hand. What do all those old 
and sweet dreams mean for me, the sunlight 
that breaks on the stream of human souls, 
flowing all together, alike through dark rocks 
where the water chafes and thunders, and 
spreading out into tranquil shining reaches, 
where the herons stand half-asleep? What 
does that strange drift of kindred spirits, 
moving from the unknown to the unknown, 
mean for me? I only know that it brings 
into my mind a strange yearning, and a de- 
sire of almost nnearthly sweetness for all that 
Ifl delicate and beautiful and full of charm, 
tt^ther with a sombre pity for the falling 
mist of fears, the hard discipline of the world, 
the cries of anguish, as life lapses from the 
steep into the silent tide of death. 
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Or, again, I seem once more to sit in the 
balcony of a house that looks out toward! 
VesiiTius. It is late; the sky is clouded, the 
air is still ; a grateful coolness comes up from 
acre after acre of gardens climbing the steep 
slope; a fluttering breeze, that seems to have 
lost hia way in the dnsk, comes timidly and 
whimsically past, like Ariel, singing as soft 
as a far-off falling sea in the great pine over- 
head, making a little sudden flutter in the 
dry leaves of the thick creeper; like Ariel 
comes that dainty spirit of the air, laden with 
balmy scents and cool dew. A few lights 
twinkle in the plain below. Opposite the sky 
has an added blackness, an impenetrability of 
shade ; but what is the strange red eye of light 
that hangs between earth and heaven? And, 
stranger stilt, what is that phantasmal gleam 
of a lip of crags high in the air, and that mys- 
terious, moving, shifting light, like a pale 
flame, above it? The gloomy spot is a rent 
in the side of Vesuvius where the smouldering 
heat has burnt through the crust, and where 
a day or two before I saw a viscid stream of 
molten liquor, with the flames playing over 
it, creeping, creeping through the tunnelled 
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.^shee ; and in the light above is the lip of Ve- 
suvius itself, with its restless furnace at work, 
«3a8tiQg Tip a billowy swell of white oily smoke, 
'^vhiie the glare of the fiery pit lights up the 
"Wjnder-side of the rising vapours. A ghastly 
iBnanifestation, that, of sleepless and stern 
itorces, ever at work upon some eternal and be- 
"^icildering task; and yet so strangely made am 
3, that these lierce signal-flres, seen afar, Imt 
"fclend with the scents of the musky alleys for 
aue into a thrill of unutterable wonder. 

There are hundreds of such pictures stored 
in my mind, each stamped upon some sensitive 
3)arficle of the brain, that cannot be obliter- 
ated, and each of which the mind can recall 
«it will. And that, too, is a fact of surpass- 
ing wonder: what is the delicate instrument 
"that registers, with no seeming volition, these 
amazing pictures, and preserves them thus 
Tffith so fantastic a care, retouching them, 
fashioning them anew, detaching from the 
picture every sordid detail, till each is as a 
lyric, inexpressible, exquisite, too fine for 
words to touch? 

Now it is useless to dictate to others the 
aims and methods of travel: each must follow 
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his own taste. To myself the aoqulsition of 
knowledge and information is in these mat- 
ters an entirely negligible thing. To me the 
one and supreme object is the gathering of a 
gallery of pictures; and yet that is not a 
definite object either^ for the whimsical and 
stubborn spirit refuses to be bound by any 
regulations in the matter. It will garner up 
with the most poignant care a single vignette, 
a tiny detail. I see, as I write, the vision of 
a great golden-grey carp swimming lazily in 
the clear pool of Arethusa, the carpet of 
mesembryanthemum that, for some fancy of 
its own, chose to involve the whole of a rail- 
way viaduct with its flaunting magenta flow- 
ers and its fleshy leaves. I see the edge of the 
sea, near Syracuse, rimmed with a line of the 
intensest yellow, and I hear the voice of a 
guide explaining that it was caused by the 
breakitig up of a stranded orange-boat, so that 
the waves for many hundred yards threw up 
on the beach a wrack of fruit; yet the same 
wilful and perverse mind will stand impene- 
trably dumb and blind before the noblest 
and sweetest prospect, and decline to 
receive any impression at all. What is per- 
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haps the oddest characteristic of the tricksy 
spirit is that it often chooses moments of in- 
tense discomfort and fatigue to master some 
scene, and take its indelible picture. I sup- 
pose that the reason of this is that the mind 
makes, at such moments, a vigorous effort to 
protest against the tyranny of the vile body, 
and to distract itself from instant cares. 

But another man may travel for archaso- 
logical or even statistical reasons. He may 
wish, like Ulysses, to study " manners, coun- 
cils, customs, governments." He may be pre- 
occupied with questions of architectural style 
or periods of sculpture. I have a friend who 
takes up at intervals the study of the pictures 
of a particular master, and will take endless 
trouble and undergo incredible discomfort in 
order to see the vilest daubs, if only he can 
make his list complete, and say that he has 
seen all the reputed works of the master. 
This instinct is, I believe, nothing but the sur- 
vival of the childish instinct for collecting, 
and, though I can reluctantly admire any man 
who spares no trouble to gain an end, the mo- 
1 dark and unintelligible to me. 

Phere are some travellers, like Dean Stan- 
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ley, who drift from the appreciation of natural 
scenery into the pursuit of historical associa- 
tions. The story of Stanley as a boy, when 
he had his first sight of the snowy Alps on 
the horizon, always delights me. He danced 
about saying, ^^ Oh, what shall I do, what shall 
I do?^' But in later days Stanley would not 
go a mile to see a view, while he would travel 
all night to see a few stones of a ruin, jutting 
out of a farmyard wall, if only there was some 
human and historical tradition connected 
with the place. I do not myself understand 
that I should not wish to see Etna merely 
because Empedocles is supposed to have 
jumped down the crater, nor the site of Jeri- 
cho because the walls fell down at the 
trumpets of the host. The only interest to 
me in an historical scene is that it should be 
in such a condition as that one can to a cer- 
tain extent reconstruct the original drama, 
and be sure that one's eyes rest upon very 
much the same scene as the actors saw. The 
reason why Syracuse moved me by its ac- 
j quired beauty, and not for its historical asso- 

ciations, was because I felt convinced that 
Thucydides, who gives so picturesque a de- 
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Bription of the sea-fight, can never have set 
eyes on the place, and must have embroidered 
hia account from scanty hearsay. But, on the 
other hand, there are few things in the world 
more profoundly moving than to sec a place 
where great thoughts have been conceived and 
great books written, when one is able to feel 
that the scene is hardly changed. The other 
day, as I passed before the sacred gate of 
Eydal Monnt, I took my hat off my head witli 
a sense of indescribable reverence. My com- 
panion asked nie laughingly why I did ao. 
" Why ? " I said ; " from natural piety of 
course! I know every detail here as well aa 
if I had lived here, and I have walked in 
thought a hundred times with the poet, to and 
fro in the laurelled walks of the garden, up 
the green shoulder of Nab Scar, and sat in the 
little parlour, while the fire leapt on the 
hearth, and heard him 'booing' his veraes, 
to be copied by some friendly hand." 

I thrill to Bee the stately rooms of Abbota- 
fopd, with all their sham feudal decorations, 
the little staircase by which Rcott atole away 
to hia solitary work, the folded clothes, the 
ehapelesB bat, the ugly shoes, laid away in the 
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glass case; the plantations where he walked 
with his ehrewd bailiff, the place where he 
stopped BO often on the shoulder of the slope, 
to look at the Eildon Hills, the rooms where 
he aat, a broken and bereaved man, yet with so 
gallant a spirit, to wrestle with sorrow and 
adversity. I wept, I am not ashamed to say, 
at Abbotsford, at the eight of the stately 
Tweed rolling his silvery flood past lawns and 
sbrubberieB, to think of that kindly, brave, and 
hononrable heart, and bis passionate love of 
all the goodly and cheerful joys of life and 
earth. 

Or, again, it was a solemn day for me to 
pass from the humble tenement where Cole- 
ridge lived, at Nether Stowey, before the oloud 
of sad habit had darkened his horizon, and 
turned him away from the wells of poetry 
into the deserts of metaphysical specula- 
tion, to find, if he could, some medicine for 
his tortured spirit, I walked with a holy awe 
along the leafy lanes to Alfoxden, where the 
beautiful house nestles in the green combe 
among its oaks, thinking how here, and here, 
Wordsworth and Coleridge Iiad walked to- 
gether in the glad days of youth, and planned, 
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• in obscurity and secluded Joy, the fresh and 
lovely lyrics of tlieir matin-prime. 

I torn, I confess, more eagerly to scenes like 

tliese tlian to scenes of historical and political 

L tradition, because there hangs for me a glory 

■ about the scene of the conception and genesis 

* of beautiful imaginative work that is unlike 
any glory that the earth holds. The natural 
Joy of the youthful spirit receiving the im- 
pact of mighty thoughts, of poignant impres- 
Bions, has for me a liberty and a grace which 
DO historical or political associations could 
ever possess. I conld not glow to see the room 
in which a statesman worked out the details 
of a bill for the extension of the franchise, op 
a modification of the duties upon imports and 
exports, though I respect the growing powers 

I democracy and the extinction of privilege 
■and monopoly ; but these measures are dimmed 
pand tainted with intrigue and manceuvre and 
ftatatecraft. I do not deny their importance, 
viheir worth, their nobleness. But not by 
f nommittees and legislation does humanity 
■friumph. In the vanguard go the blessed ad- 

utnrous spirits that qnicken the moral tern- 
ItKratore, and uplift the banner of simplicity 
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and sincerity. The host marches heayily be- 
hind, and the commissariat rolls grumbling in 
the rear of all; and though my place may be 
with the work-a-day herd, I will send my 
fancy afar among the leafy valleys and the 
far-off hills of hope. 

But I would not here quarrel with the taste 
of any man. If a mortal chooses to travel in 
search of comfortable rooms, new cookery and 
wines, the livelier gossip of unknown people, 
in heaven's name let him do so. If another 
wishes to study economic conditions, stand- 
ards of life, rates of wages, he has my gracious 
leave for his pilgrimage. If another desires 
to amass historical and arohseological facts, 
measurements of hypsethral temples, modes of 
burial, folk-lore, fortification, God forbid that 
I should throw cold water on the quest. But 
the only traveller whom I recognise as a 
kindred spirit is the man who goes in search 
of impressions and effects, of tone and at- 
mosphere, of rare and curious beauty, of up- 
lifting association. Nothing that has ever 
moved the interest, or the anxiety, or the care, 
or the wonder, of human beings can ever 
wholly lose its charm. I have felt my skin 
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prickle and creep at the sight of that amazing 
thing in the Dublin museum, a section dug 
bodily out of a claypit, and showing the rough- 
hewn stones of a eist, deep in the earth, the 
gravel over it and around it, the roots of the 
withered grass forming a crust many feet 
above, and inside the cist the rude urn, re- 
versed over a heap of charred ashes; it was 
not the curiosity of the sight that moved me, 
but the thought of the old dark life revealed, 
the dim and savage world, that was yet shot 
through and pierced, even as now, with sor- 
row for death, and care for the beloved ashes 
of a friend and chieftain. Such a sight seta 
a viewless net-work of emotion, which seems 
to interlace far back into the ages, all pulsat- 
ing and stirring. One sees in a flash that hu- 
manity lived, carelessly and brutally perhaps, 
as we too live, and were eonfront*id, as we 
are confronted, with the horror of the gap, 
the intolerable mystery of life lapsing into 
the dark. Ah, the relentless record, the im- 
penetrable mystery! I care very little, I fear, 
for the historical development of funereal 
rites, and hardly more for the light that such 
things throw on the evolution of society. I 
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leave that gratefnlly enough to the philoso- 
phers. What I care for is the touch of nature 
that shows me my ancient brethren of the 
dim past — ^who would have mocked and ridi- 
culed me, I doubt not, if I had fallen into their 
hands, and killed me as carelessly as one 
throws aside the rind of a squeezed fruit — 
yet I am one with them, and perhaps even 
something of their blood flows in my veins 
yet. 

As I grow older, I tend to travel less and 
less, and I do not care if I never cross the 
Channel again. Is there a right and a wrong 
in the matter, an advisability or an inad- 
visability, an expediency or an inexpediency? 
I do not think so. Travelling is a pleasure, if 
it is anything, and a pleasure pursued from a 
sense of duty is a very fatuous thing. I have 
no good reason to give, only an accumulation 
of small reasons. Dr. Johnson once said that 
any number of insufficient reasons did not 
make a sufficient one, just as a number of rab- 
bits did not make a horse. A lively but 
misleading illustration : he might as well have 
said that any number of sovereigns did not 
make a cheque for a hundred pounds. I sup- 
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jpose that I do not like the tronble to start 
"with; and then I do not like being iidrift from 
any own beloved country. Then I cannot con- 
^verBe in any foreign language, and half the 
^ileasnre of travelling oomes from being able 
"to lay oneself alongside of a new point of 
"view. Then, too, I realise, as I grow older, 
low little I have really seen of my own in- 
•comparably beautiful and delightful land, so 
-that, like the hero of Newman's hymn, 

^^B I do not ask to see 

^^r The distant scene; one step enough for me. 



And, lastly, I have a reason which will per- 
haps seem a far-fetched one. Travel is essen- 
tially a distraction, and I do not want to be 
distracted any more. One of the mistakes that 
people make, in these Western latitudes, is to 
be possessed by an inordinate desire to drown 
thought. The aim of many men whom I know 
seems to me to be occupied in some absolutely 
definite way, so that they may be as far as 
possible unaware of their own existence. 
Anything to avoid reflection! A normal Eng- 
iigtiDan does not care very muoh what the 
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work and value of his occupation is^ as long as 
he is occupied; and I am not at all sure that 
we came into the world to be occupied. Christ, 
in the Gospel story, rebuked the busy Martha 
for her bustling anxieties, her elaborate atten- 
tions to her guests, and praised the leisurely 
Mary for desiring to sit and hear Him talk. 
Socrates spent his life in conversation. I do 
not say that contemplation is a duty, but I 
cannot help thinking that we are not forbid- 
den to scrutinise life, to wonder what it is all 
about, to study its problems, to apprehend its 
beauty and significance. We admire a man 
who goes on making money long after he has 
made far more than he needs; we think a life 
honourably spent in editing Greek books. 
Socrates in one of Plato's dialogues quotes 
the opinion of a philosopher to the effect that 
when a man has made enough to live upon he 
should b^n to practise virtue. " I think he 
should begin even earlier," says the inter- 
locutor; and I am wholly in agreement with 
him. Travel is one of the expedients to which 
busy men resort in order that they may forget 
their existence. I do not venture to think this 
exactly culpable, but I feel sure that it is a 
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l;]iity that people do not do lesa and think 
1 iDore, If a man asks what good oomes from 
f "thinking, I can only retort by asking what 
good oomes from the multijili cation of nn- 
neceaeary activity. I am quite as much at a 
loss as any one else to say what is the object 
of life, but I do not feel any doubt that we are 
not sent into the world to be in a fuss. Like 
the lobster in the Water-Babies, I cry, " Let 
me alone ; I want to think ! " because I believe 
that that occupation is at least as profitable 
as many others. 

And then, too, without travelling more than 
1 few milDS from my door, I can see things 
I fully as enchanting as I can see by ranging 
■iEnrope. I went to-day along a well-known 
proad; just where the descent begins to fall into 
a quiet valley there stands a windmill — not 
one of the ugly black circular towers that one 
sometimes sees, but one of the old crazy 
boarded sort, standing on a kind of stalk ; out 
of the little loop-holes of the mill the flour had 

I dusted itself prettily over the weather-board- 
ing. From a mysterious hatch half-way up 
leaned the miller, drawing up a sack of grain 
With a little pulley. There is nothing so en- 
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chanting as to see a man leaning out of a dark 
doorway high up in the air. He drew the sack 
in^ he closed the panel. The sails whirled^ 
flapping and creaking, and I loved to think 
of him in the dusty gloom, with the gear 
grumbling among the rafters, tipping the 
golden grain into its funnel, while the rattling 
hopper below poured out its soft stream of 
flour. Beyond the mill, the ground sank to 
a valley; the roofs clustered round a great 
church tower, the belfry windows blinking 
solemnly. Hard by the ancient Hall peeped 
out from its avenue of elms. That was a pic- 
ture as sweet as anything I have ever seen 
abroad, as perfect a piece of art as could be 
framed, and more perfect than anything that 
could be painted, because it was a piece out 
of the old kindly, quiet life of the world. One 
ought to learn, as the years flow on, to love 
such scenes as that, and not to need to have 
the blood and the brain stirred by romantic 
prospects, peaked hills, well-furnished gal- 
leries, magniflcent buildings: mutare animum, 
that is the secret, to grow more hopeful, more 
alive to delicate beauties, more tender, less ex- 
acting. Nothing, it is true, can give us peace ; 
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bx&t we get nearer it by loving the familiar 

Boone, the old homestead^ the tiny valley, the 

'wsijBide copse, than we do by racing over 

Europe on track of Giorgione, or over Asia in 

piirsTiit of local colour. After all, everything 

l^as its appointed time. It is good to range 

^^ youth, to rub elbows with humanity, and 

"^^en, as the days go on, to take stock, to re- 

^'^eiici'ber, to wonder, "to be content with lit- 

*^®> "to serve beauty well." 



VI 
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IT is a very curious thing to reflect how often 
an old platitude or axiom retains its vi- 
tality, long after the conditions which gave it 
birth have altered, and it no longer represents 
a truth. It would not matter if such plati- 
tudes only lived on dustily in vapid and ill- 
furnished minds, like the vases of milky-green 
opaque glass decorated with golden stars, 
that were the joy of Early Victorian chimney- 
pieces, and now hold spills in the second-best 
spare bedroom. But like the psalmist's ene- 
mies, platitudes live and are mighty. They 
remain, and, alas ! they have the force of argu- 
ments in the minds of sturdy unreflective 
men, who describe themselves as plain, 
straightforward people, and whose opinions 
carry weight in a community whose feelings 
are swayed by the statements of successful 
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men rather than by the oonolnsionB of reason- 
able men. 

One of these pernicious platitudes is the 
statement that every one ought to know some- 
thing about everything and everything about 
something. It has a speciously epigrammatic 
air about it, dazzling enough to persuade the 
common-sense person that it is an intellectual 
judgment. 

As a matter of fact, under present condi- 
tions, it represents an impossible and even 
undesirable ideal. A man who tried to know 
something about everything would end in 
knowing very little about anything; and the 
most exhaustive programme that could be laid 
down for the most erudite of savants nowa- 
days would be that he should know anything 
about anything, while the most resolute of 
specialists must be content with knowing 
something about something. 

A well-informed friend told me, the other 
day, the name and date of a man who, he 
said, could be described as the last person who 
knew practically everything at his date that 
was worth knowing. I have forgotten both 
the name and the date and the friend who told 
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me, but I believe that the learned man in qnet 
tioH was a cardinal in the sixteenth century- 
At the preeent time, the problem of the ac— 
cumulattou of knowledge and the mnltiplica— 
tion of books ia a very serious one indeed. Itn 
IB, however, morbid to allow it to trouble tin 
jiiind. Like all insoluble problems, it will settle 
itself in a way ho obvious that the people who 
solve it will wonder that any one eould ever 
have doubted what the solution would be, just 
as the problem of the depletion of the world's 
stock of coal will no doubt be solved in some 
perfectly simple fashion. 

The dictum in question is generally quoted 
as an educational formula in favour of giving 
every one what is called a sound general edu- 
cation. And it is probably one of the contribu- 
tory causes which account for the present 
chaos of curricula. All subjects are held to 
he so important, and each subject is thought 
by its professors to be so peculiarly adapted 
for educational stimulus, that a resolute selec- 
tion of subjects, which is the only remedy, is 
not attempted ; and accordingly the victim 
of educational theories is in the predica- 
ment of the man described by Dr. Johnson 
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"Vivho ronld not make up hie mind which leg 
o-f his breeches he would put his foot into 
first. Meanwhile, eaid the Doctor, with 
^, directnesa of epeeeh which requires to 
l>e palliated, the process of iDveatiture ib 
** nspended. 

But the practical result of the dilemma is 
"tlie rise of s[)eciali8m. The savani is dead and 
"tie specialist rules. It is interesting to try to 
trxace the effect of this revolution upon our 
ima+ional culture. 

Now, T have no desire whatever to take tip 
^he cudgels against the specialists: they are a 
laarmless and necessary race, so long as they 
^re aware of their limitations. But the 
"tyranny of an oligarchy is the worst kind of 
"tyranny, because it means the triumph of an 
average over individuals, whereas the worst 
"that can be said of a despotism is that it is 
"the triumph of an individual over an average. 
The tyranny of the speoialistic oligarchy is 
mating itself felt to-day, and I should like to 
rtortify the revolutionary spirit of liberty, 
"whose boast it is to detest tyranny in all its 
:formB, whether it is the tyranny of an enlight- 
ened despot, or the tyranny of a virtuous 
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oligarchy, or the tyranny of an intelligeni 
democracy. 

The first evil which results from the rule 
of the specialist is the destruction of the 
amateur. So real a fact is the tyranny of the 
8i)ecialist that the very word " amateur," 
which means a leisurely lover of fine things, 
is banning to be distorted into meaning an 
inefficient performer. As an instance of its 
correct and idiomatic use I often think of the 
delightful landlord whom Stevenson encoun- 
tered somewhere, and upon whom he pressed 
some Burgundy which he had with him. The 
generous host courteously refused a second 
glass, saying, " You see I am an amateur of 
these things, and I am capable of leaving you 
not sufficient." Now, I shall concern myself 
here principally with literature, because, in 
England at all events, literature plays the 
largest part in general culture. It may be 
said that we owe some of the best literature 
we have to amateurs. To contrast a few 
names, taken at random, Shakespeare, Dry- 
den, Pope, Dr. Johnson, De Quincey, Tenny- 
son, and Carlyle were professionals, it is true; 
but, on the other hand, Milton, Gray, Boswell, 
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Walter Scott, Charles Lamb, Shelley, Brown- 
ing, and KutikiD were amateurs. It ie aot a 
qnestion of how much a man writes or pub- 
lislies, it is a question of the spirit in which 
ft man writes. Walter Scott became a pro- 
fessional in the last years of his life, and for 
tlie noblest of reasons; but he also became a 
bad writer. A good pair to contrast are 
Sonthey and Coleridge, They began as ama- 
■tenrs. Southey became a professional writer, 
a.nd his sun set in the mista of valuable in- 
formation, Coleridge, as an amateur, en- 
iriclied the language with a few priceless 
pMjems, and then got involved in the morass of 
dialectical metaphysics. The point is whether 
a. man writes simply be<'ause he cannot help 
iir, or whether he writes to mate an income. 
The latter motive does not by any means pre- 
"vent his doing first-rate artistic work — indeed, 
"there are certain persons who seem to have re- 
«|uirecl the stimulus of necessity to make them 
"break through an initial indolence of nature. 
When Johnson found fault with Gray for 
having times of the year when he wrote more 
easily, from the vernal to the autumnal 
^Mjuinox, he added that a man could write at 
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any time if he set himself doggedly to it — 
True, no doubt! But to write doggedly is not:: 
to court favourable conditions for artistic 
work. It may be a finer sight for a moralist 
to see a man performing an appointed task 
heavily and faithfully, with grim tenacity, 
than it is to see an artist in a frenzy of de- 
light dashing down an overpowering impres- 
Bion of beauty ; but what has always hampered 
the British appreciation of literature is that 
we cannot disentangle the moral element from 
it: we are interested in morale, not in art, 
and we require a dash of optimistic piety in 
all writing that we propose to enjoy. 

The real queetion is whether, if a man sets 
himself doggedly to work, the appetite comes 
with eating, and whether the caged bird be- 
gins to flutter its wings, and to send out the 
song that it learnt in the green heart of the 
wood. When Byron said that easy writing 
made d — d hard reading, he meant that care- 
less conception and hasty workmanship tend 
to blur the pattern and the colour of work. 
The fault of the amateur is that he can make 
the coat, but cannot be bothered to make it fit. 
But it is not by any means true that hard 
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''^^X'Jting mafees easy reading. The spirit of 
*li« amateur ie tlie spirit of the lover, who 
**'^mblea at the thonght that the delicate crea- 
^^*e he loves may learn to love him in return, 
""■^ he can but praise her worthily. The pro- 
visional spirit is the spirit in which a man 
^*eftillj and courteously wooes an elderly 
l^Snster for the sake of her comfortable for- 
, *^aie. The amateur has an irresponsible joy 
^*- hia work; he is like the golfer who dreama 
-** mighty drives, and practices " putting " on 
•■■ B back lawn : the professional writer gives 
^*^w solid hours to his work in a conscientiona 
^kirit, and ia glad in houra of freedom to put 
*^e tiresome buainesa away. Yet neither the 
^-^aiateur nor the professional can hope 
^*^ capture the spirit of art by joy op faith- 
^Xjlness. It is a kind of divine felicity, when 
^ll is said and done, the kindly gift of 

Now into this free wild world of art and 
literature and music comes the specialist and 
{>«g8 out his claim, fencing out the amateur, 
"Who is essentially a rambler, from a hundred 
. Eligible situations. In literature this is par- 
acnlarly tlie case: the amateur is told by the 
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historian that he must not intrude upon his- 
tory; that history is a science, and not a 
province of literature; that the time has not 
come to draw any conclusions or to summa- 
rise any tendencies ; that picturesque narrative 
is an offence against the spirit of Truth; that 
no one is as black or as white as he is painted ; 
and that to trifle with history is to commit a 
sin compounded of the sins of Ananias and 
Simon Magus. The amateur runs off, his 
hands over his ears, and henceforth hardly 
dares even to read history, to say nothing of 
writing it. Perhaps I draw too harsh a pic- 
ture, but the truth is that I did, as a very 
young man, with no training except that pro- 
vided by a sketchy knowledge of the classics, 
once attempt to write an historical biography. 
I shudder to think of my method and equip- 
ment; I skipped the dull parts, I left all 
tiresome documents unread. It was a sad far- 
rago of enthusiasm and levity and heady writ- 
ing. But Jove's thunder rolled and the bolt 
fell. A just man, whom I have never quite 
forgiven, to tell the truth, told me with un- 
necessary rigour and acrimony that I had 
made a pitiable exhibition of myself. But I 



specialism 



13tf 



h.^'ve thanked God ever since, for I turned t(k| 
lit^ratnre pure and simple. 

Then, too, it is the same with art-criticism;'! 

S^^s^e the amateur again, who, poor fool, is on 4 

"tla^ look-ont for what is beaatifnl, is told that 

1»^ mnst not meddle with art unless he does it 

^^rioosly, which means that he must devote 

liiniself mainly to the study of inferior master- 

I*ie<;es, and schools, and tendencies. In litera- 

*"c»re it is the same: be must not devote himself 1 

■^*^ reading and loving great books, he must I 

^disentangle influences; he must discern the 

"-istorical importance of writers, worthless in 

"tliemselves, who form important Uuks. In 

^lieologj and in philosophy it is much the 

^^Tue: he must not read the Bible and say 

^^t»at he feels about it; he must unravel Rab- 

■*'*xical and Talmudio tendencies; he must ac- 

'S'^aint himself with the heretical leanings of 

^ certain era, and the shadow cast upon the 

^^ge by apocryphal tradition. In philosophy 

^^ is atill worse oflf, because he mnst plumb the 

**^t)fb8 of metaphysical jargon and master the 

'^^iticiem of methods. 

^ow, this is in a degree both right and neces- 
^^»:'y, because the blind must not attempt to 
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lead the blind; bat it is treating the wholi 
thing in too strictly eoientiflR a spirit for all 
that. The miaerj of it is that the work of tin 
specialist in all these regions tends to set 
hedge about the law ; it tends to accumulate an( 
perpetuate a vast amount of inferior work. 
The result of it is in literature, Tor instance, 
that an immense amount of second-rate am 
third-rate books go on being reprinted; am 

instead of the principle of selection be ' 

ing applied to great anthors, and their-^:^ 
inferior writings being allowed to lapse into*^^ 

oblivion, they go on being reissued, not l>e = 

cause they have any direct value for the hu- 

man spirit, but because they have a scientific ^^^ 
importance from the i>oint of view of develop- — ' 
ment. Yet for the ordinary human being it is -• 
far more imimrtant that he should read great - 
masterpieces in a spirit of lively and enthusi- 
astic sympathy than that he should wade into 
them through a mass of arehfeological and 
philological detail. As a boy I used to have 
to prepare, on occasions, a play of Shakespeare 
for a holiday task. I have regarded certain 
Itlays with a kind of horror ever since, because 
one ended by learning np the introduction, 
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^^phich QODcerned itself with the origin of the 
Iilaj> and the notes which illustrated the mean- 
ing of snch worda as "kerns and gallow- 
^laBaes," and left the action and the poetry 
^nd the emotion of the play to take care of 
"themselyes. This was fine partly to the 
fclighting influence of examination papers set 
tty men of sterile, coDSoientioue brains, but 
X)artly to the terrible value set by British 
ssiinda upon correct information. The trnth 
really is that if one begins by caring for a work 
«jf art, one also cai'ea to understand the me- 
«3iiim through which it is conveyed; but if one 
l»egins by studying the medium first, one is 
japt to end by loathing the masterpiece, be- 
cause of the dusty apparatus that it seems 
liable to collect about itself. 

The result of the influence of the specialist 
"upon literature is that the amateur, hustled 
irom any region where the historical and scien- 
tific method can be applied, turns bis atten- 
tion to the field of pure imagination, where he 
cannot be interfered with. And this, I believe, 
i» one of the reasons why iellea lettrea in the 
! precise sense tend to I(e deserted in fa- 
p of fiction. Sympathetic and imaginative 
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criticism is so apt to be stamped upon by th&s 
erudite, who cry out so lamentably over errors 
and Diinuto ulips, that the novel seems to be 
the only safe vantage-ground in which the 
amateur miiy disport himself. 

But if the specialist is to the amateur what 
the hawk is to the dove, let ua go further, and 
in n spirit of love, like Mr. Chadband, inquire 
what is the effect of specialism on the mind of 
the specialist. I have had the opportunity of 
meeting many specialists, and I say unhesitat- 
ingly that the effect largely depends upon the 
DaturnI temperament of the individual. Aa a 
general rule, the great specialist is a wise, 
kindly, humble, delightful man. He perceives 
that though he has spent his whole life upon 
a subject or a fraction of a subject, he knows 
hardly anything about it compared to what 
there is to know. The track of knowledge 
glimmers far ahead of him, rising and falling 
like a road over solitary downs. He knows 
that it will not be given to him to advance very 
fkr utwu the path, and he half eBvies those 
who Rhnll come after, to whom many things 
that are diirk mj-stpries to himself will be clear 
and plain. Itui he 9ct«:, too, how the dim 
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avenues of knowledge reach ont in every direc- 
"^ion, interlacing and combining, and when he 
contrasts the tiny powers of the mosf subtle 
l3raln with all the wide range of law — for the 
fenowledge which is to be, not invented, but 
dimply discovered, is all assuredly there, 
secret and complex as it seems — there is but 
little room for complacency or pride. In- 
«jeed, I think that a great savant, as a rule, 
iCeelB that instead of being separated by his 
Btore of knowledge, as by a wide space that he 
ZiaB crossed, from smaller minds, he is brought 
closer to the ignorant by the presence of the 
-vast unknown. Instead of feeling that he has 
soared like a rocket away from the ground, he 
"thinks of himself rather as a flower might think 
-whose head was an inch or two higher than a 
great company of similar flowers; he has per- 
haps a wider view ; he sees the bounding 
hedgerow, the distant line of hills, whereas the 
humbler flower sees little but a forest of stems 
and blooms, with the light falling dimly be- 
tween. And a great savant, too, is far more 
ready to credit other people with a wider 
knowledge than they possess. It is the lesser 
kind of savant, the man of one book, of one 
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proviDce, of one pmod, who is inclined to 
think that he is differentiated from the crowd. 
The great man is far too mnch preoccnpied 
with real progreas to waste time and energy 
in showing tip the mistakes of others. It is 
the lesser kind of savant, jealous of his own 
reputation, anxiooa to show his snperiority, 
who loves to ceneore and deride the feebler 
brother. If one ever eees a relentlesB and 
pitiieBB review of a book — an exposure, as it is 
called, by one spetrlalist of another's work — 
one may be fairly certain that the critic is a 
minute bind of person. Agai a , the great 
specialist is never anxioas to obtrude hia sub- 
ject; he is rather anxious to hear what iB 
going on in other regions of mental activity, 
regions which he would like to explore bnt 
oannot. It is the lesser light that desires to 
dazzle and bewilder his company, to tyran- 
nise, to show oC It is the most difficult thing 
to get a great savant to talk about his sub- 
ject, though, if he is kind and patient, will an- 
swer unintelligent questions, and help a feeble 
mind along, it is one of the most delightful 
things in the world. I seized the opportu- 
nity some little while ago, on finding myself 
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somgwax Id a great physiciflty of ankinR hint 

a flDB «f fnnbling questioDtt on this Nuhjurl 

of nwimi theories of matter; for an hour I 

AnhM like a child^ supported by a NtrotiK 

had^ IB a dim and unfamiliar world, amoiiK 

die mjsteriouB essences of thin|{fi« I nhoiilrl 

ilke to txy to reproduce it here, imt I havi) no 

doubt I should reproduce it all wroiiK* HUM, 

it was deeply inspiring to loolc out into rliiioN, 

to hear the rush and motion of atoinN, rnovliiK 

inTast vortices, to learn that innldo the hard 

est and most impenetrable of iiubMtan(!eii then) 

was probably a feverish intennlty of inrior 

motion. I do not know that I accjuired any 

precise knowledge, but I drank deep draughts 

of wonder and awe. The great man, with IiIh 

amused and weary smile, was infinitely gentle, 

and left me, I will say, far more conscious of 

*e beauty and the holiness of knowledge. 1 

said something to him about the sense of 

power that such knowledge must give. " Ah ! " 

he said, " much of what I have told you is not 

proved, it is only suspected. We are very 

much in the dark about these things yet. 

Probably if a physicist of a hundred years 

hence could overhear me, he would be amazed 



i 



■^ At Large 



to think that a sensible man conld make BOol 
puerile statements. Power — no, it is not that -^ 
It rather makes one realise one's feebleness ii^ 
being so uncertain about tilings that are ab — 
solutely certain and precise in themselTes, if^ 
we could but see the truth. It ia much more 
like the apostle who said, "Lord, I believe; 
help Thou my unbelief." The thing one won- 
ders at is the courage of the men who dare to 
think they know," 

In one region I own that I dread and dis- 
like the tyranny of the B])ecialiKt, and that is 
the region of metaphysical and religious specu- 
lation. People who indulge themselves in 
this form of speculation are apt to be told by 
theologians and metaphysicians that they 
ought to acquaint themselves with the trend 
of theological and metaphyeical criticism. It 
seems to me like telling people that they most 
not ascend mountains unless they are accom- 
panied by guides, and have studied the history 
of previous aecents. " Yes," the professional 
says, "that is Just what I mean; it is mere 
foolhardiness to attempt these arduous places 
unless you know exactly what you are about." 

To that I reply that no one is bound to go 
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■"■Jp bills, but tbat every one who refleote at 
^all is confronted by religious and philosophioal 
^^roblems. We all have to live, and we are all 
iKnore or iesa experts in life. When one con- 
siders the infinite importance to every human 
aspirit of these problems, and when one further 
^^onsiders how very little theologians and phi- 
IMoBophers have ever effected in the direction 
of enlightening us as to the object of life, the 
problem of pain and evil, the preservation of 
identity after death, the question of necessity 
^and freewill, eurely, to attempt to silence peo- 
2>le on these matters because they have not 
Siad a technical training is nothing more tliaii 
^n attempt wilfully to suppress evidence on 
-these points. The only way in which it may 
tie possible to arrive at the solution of these 
■fhinga is to know how they appeal to and 
effect normal minds. I would rather hear the 
experience of a life-long sufferer on the pro- 
Hem of pain, or of a faithful lover on the mys- 
"tery of love, or of a poet on the influence of 
natural beauty, or of an unselfish and humble 
saint on the question of faith in the unseen, 
"than the evidence of the most subtle theologian 
or metaphysician in the world. Many of ua, 
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^^H if we are specialists In notliing else, are spe- 
^^H ciallstB in life; we have arrived at a point o^ 
^^B view; some particular asiiect uf tliinge Iiaa 
^^V come home to na with a special force; and 
what really enriches the hoj* and faitli of the 
world is the exptrionoe of candid and sincere 
persons. The specialist has often had no time 
or opportunity to observe life; all he has 
observed is the thought of other secluded per- 
sons, persons whose view has been both nar- 
row and conventional, because they have not 
had the opijortunity of c-orrecting their tradi- 
tional preconceptions by life itself. 

I call, with all the earnestness that I can 
muster, upon all intcHigeut, observant, specu- 
lative people, who have felt the problems of 
life weigh heavily upon them, not to be dis- 
mayed by the disapproval of technical stu- 
dents, but to come forward and tell us what 
conclusions they have formed. The work of 
the trained specialist is essentially, in religion 
and philosophy, a negative work. He can show 
ns how erroneous beliefs, which coloured the 
minds of men at certain ages and eras, grew 
np. He can show ua what can be disregarded, 
as being only the conventional belief of 



arded, 1 

)f the ^H 



specialism 139 

time; he oan indicate, for instanoe, how a 
false oonoeption of snpematural interferenoe 
with natural law grew up in an age when, for 
want of trained knowledge, facts seemed 
fortuitous occurrences which were really con- 
ditioned by natural laws. The poet and the 
idealist make and oast abroad the great vital 
ideas, which the specialist picks up and 
analyses. But we must not stop at analysis; 
we want positive progress as well. We want 
people to tell us, candidly and simply, how 
their own soul grew, how it cast off conven- 
tional beliefs, how it justified itself in being 
hopeful or the reverse. There never was a time 
when more freedom of thought and expres- 
sion was conceded to the individual. A man 
is no longer socially banned for being heret* 
ical, schismatic, or liberal-minded* I want 
people to say frankly what real part spiritual 
agencies or religious ideas have played in 
their lives, whether such agencies and Ideas 
have modified their conduct, or have been 
modified by their inclinations and haUts* I 
long to know a thousand things about my teV 
low-men — ^how they bear pain, how they o/mr 
front the prospect of death, the hofie^ bj 
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which they live, the fears that overshadow 
them, the stuff of their lives, the influenoe of 
their emotions. It has long been thought, 
and it is still thought by many narrow pre- 
cisians, indelicate and ^otistical to do this. 
And the result is that we can find in books 
all the things that do not matter, while the 
thoughts that are of deep and vital interest 
are withheld. 

Such books as Montaigne's Essays, Rous- 
seau's Confessions, Mrs. Garlyle's Letters, 
Mrs. Oliphant's Memoirs, the Autobiography 
of B. B. Haydon, to name but a few books that 
come into my mind, are the sort of books that 
I crave for, because they are books in which 
one sees right into the heart and soul of an- 
other. Men can confess to a book what they 
cannot confess to a friend. Why should it be 
necessary to veil this essence of humanity in 
the dreary melodrama, the trite incident of a 
novel or a play? Things in life do not hap- 
pen as they happen in novels or plays. Oliver 
Twist, in real life, does not get accidentally 
adopted by his grandfather's oldest friend, 
and commit his sole burglary in ihe house of 
his aunt We do not want life to be trans- 
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f^Ianted into trim garden-plots; we want to 
^«ee it at tiome, as it grows in all its native 
"^srildnesB, on the one hand; and to icnow the 
idea, the theory, the principle that nnderlie 
St on the other. How few of us there are who 
■^make onr lives into anything! We accept our 
Umitations, we drift with them, while we in- 
«3ignantly assert the freedom of the will. The 
~K>est sermon in the world is to hear of one who 
Sias struggled with lite, bent or trained it to 
Xiis will, plucked or rejected its fruit, but all 
~npon some principle. It matters little what 
"^^e do; it matters enormouBly how we do it. 
donaidering how much has been said, and 
mmg, and written, and recorded, and prated, 
and imagined, it is strange to think how little 
I9 ever told us directly about life; we see it in 
glimpses and flashes, through half-open doors, 
or as one sees it from a train gliding into a 
great town, and looks into back windows and 
yards sheltered from the street. We philoso- 
phise, most of UB, about anything but life; and 
one of the reasons why published sermons 
have such vast sales is because, however 

fccIllmBily and conventionally, it is with life 
Biat they try to deal. 
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This kind of specialising is not reoogniaed 
as a technical form of it at all, and yet how 
far nearer and closer and more urgent it is 
for ns than any other kind. I have a hope 
that we are at the beginning of an era of plain- 
speaking in these matters. Too often^ with 
the literary standard of decorum which pre- 
vails, such self-revelations are brushed aside 
as morbid, introspective, egotistical. They 
are no more so than any other kind of inves- 
tigation, for all investigation is conditioned 
by the personality of the investigator. All 
that is needed is that an observer of life should 
be perfectly candid and sincere, that he should 
not speak in a spirit of vanity or self-glorifi- 
cation, that he should try to disentangle what 
are the real motives that make him act or 
refrain from acting. 

As an instance of what I mean by confes- 
sion of the frankest order, dealing in this case 
not only with literature but also with moral- 
ity, let me take the sorrowful words which 
Buskin wrote in his Prceterita, as a wearied 
and saddened man, when there was no longer 
any need for him to pretend anything, or to 
involve any of his own thoughts or beliefs in 
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^any sort of disgniee. He took up Shakeapeare 
at Macugnaga, in 1840, aud he asks why the 
loveliest of Shakespeare's playa should be " all 
[ mixed and encumbered with languid and com- 

^^^Umon work — to one's best hope spurious oer- 
^^H^ainly, so far as original, idle and disgraceful 
^^H — and all so inextricably and mysteriously 
^^H that the writer himself is not only unknow- 
^^V able, but inconceivable; and his wisdom so 
I Tiselesa, that at this time of being and speak- 

ing, among active and purposeful Englishmen, 
■I know not one who shows a trace of ever 
baving felt a passion of Shakespeare's, or 
learnt a lessoa from him." 

That is of coiirse the sad cry of one who is 

interested In life primarily, and in art only 

so far as it can minister to life. It may be 

trained and exaggerated, but how far more 

rital a saying than to expand in voluble and 

svapid enthuBiasm over the insight and noble- 

r.fiess of Shakespeare, if one has not really felt 

^one'fl life modified by that mysterious mind! 

Of course such self-revelation as T apeak of 

1^11 necessarily fall into the hands of unquiet, 

|:dissatisfied, melancholy people. If life is a 

mmmonplace and jileaaant sort of business, 
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there is nothing particular to say or to think 
abont it. Bnt for all those — ^and they arc 
many — ^who feel that life misses, by some 
blind, inevitable movement, being the gracious 
and beautiful thing it seems framed to be, 
how can such as these hold their peace? And 
how, except by facing it all, and looking pa- 
tiently and bravely at it, can we find a remedy 
for its sore sicknesses? That method has been 
used, and used with success in every other 
kind of investigation, and we must investi- 
gate life too, even if it turns out to be all a 
kind of Mendelism, moved and swayed by ab* 
solutely fixed laws, which take no account of 
what we sorrowfully desire. 

Let us, then, gather up our threads a little. 
Let us first confront the fact that, under pres- 
ent conditions, in the face of the mass of 
records and books and accumulated traditions, 
arts and sciences must make progress little 
by little, line by line, in skilled technical 
hands. Pine achievement in every region be- 
comes more difficult every day, because there 
is so much that is finished and perfected be- 
hind us ; and if the conditions of our lives call 
us to some strictly limited path, let us advance 
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wisely and humbly^ step by step, without pride 
or vanity. But let ns not forget, in the face 
of the frigidities of knowledge, that if they 
are the mechanism of life, emotion and hope 
and love and admiration are the steam. 
Knowledge is only valuable in so far as it 
makes the force of life effective and vigorous. 
And thus if we have breasted the strange cur- 
rent of life, or even if we have been ourselves 
overpowered and swept away by it, let us try, 
in whatever region we have the power, to let 
that experience have some value for ourselves 
and others. If we can say it or write it, so 
much the better. There are thousands of peo- 
ple moving through the world who are wearied 
and bewildered, and who are looking out for 
any message of hope and joy that may give them 
courage to struggle on; but if we cannot do 
that, we can at least live life temperately and 
cheerfully and sincerely: if we have bungled, 
if we have slipped, we can do something to 
help others not to go light-heartedly down 
the miry path; we can raise them up if they 
have fallen, we can cleanse the stains, or we can 
at least give them the comfort of feeling that 
they are not sadly and insupportably alone. 
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Our Lack of Great Men 

IT is often mournfully reiterated that the 
present age is not an age of great men, 
and I have sometimes wondered if it is true. 
In the first place I do not feel sure that an 
age is the best judge of its own greatness; a 
great age is generally more interested in do- 
ing the things which afterwards cause it to 
be considered great, than in wondering 
whether it is great. Perhaps the fact that we 
are on the look-out for great men, and com- 
plaining because we cannot find them, is the 
best proof of our second-rateness ; I do not 
imagine that the Elizabethan writers were 
much concerned with thinking whether they 
were great or not; they were much more oc- 
cupied in having a splendid time, and in say- 

146 
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iDg as eagerly as they could all the delightful 
thoughts which came crowding to the utter- 
ance, than in pondering whether they were 
worthy of admiration. In the annals of the 
Renaissance one gets almost weary of the re- 
cords of brilliant persons, like Leo Battista 
Albert! and Leonardo da Vinci, who were 
architects, sculptors, painters, musicians, 
athletes^ and writers all in one; who could 
make crowds weep by twanging a lute, ride 
the most vicious horses, take standing jumps 
over the heads of tall men, and who were, 
moreover, so impressionable that books were 
to them as jewels and flowers, and who " grew 
faint at the sight of sunsets and stately per- 
sons." Such as these, we may depend upon 
it, had little time to give to considering their 
own eflfect upon posterity. When the sun 
rules the day, there is no question about his 
supremacy; it is when we are concerned with 
scanning the sky for lesser lights to rule the 
night that we are wasting time. To go about 
searching for somebody to inspire one testi- 
fies, no doubt, to a certain lack of fire and 
initiative. But, on the other hand, there have 
been many great men whose greatness their 
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contemporaries did not recognise. We tend 
at the present time to honour achievements 
when they have begun to grow a little mouldy ; 
we seldom accord ungrudging admiration to 
a prophet when he is at his best. Moreover, 
in an age like the present, when the general 
average of accomplishment is remarkably high, 
it is more difficult to detect greatness. It is 
easier to see big trees when they stand out 
over a copse than when they are lost in the 
depths of the forest. 

Now there are two modes and methods of 
being great; one is by largeness, the other by 
intensity. A great man can be cast in a big, 
magnanimous mould, without any very special 
accomplishments or abilities; it may be very 
difficult to praise any of his faculties very 
highly, but he is there. Such men are the 
natural leaders of mankind; they effect what 
they effect not by any subtlety or ingenuity. 
They see in a wide, general way what they 
want, they gather friends and followers 
and helpers round them, and put the right 
man on at the right piece of work. They 
perform what they perform by a kind of volu- 
minous force, which carries other personal!- 
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ties away; for lesser natures, as a rule, do not 

Xike supreme responsibility; they enjoy what 

is to ordinary people the greatest luxury in 

~tjie world, namaly, the being sympathetically 

^commandeered, and duly valued. Inspiration 

-^nd leadership are not common gifts, and there 

.^ire abundance ot capable people who cannot 

sitrike out a novel line of their own, but can 

•«io excellent work if they can be inspired and 

led. I was once for a short time brought into 

«lo8e contact with a man of this kind; it was 

impossible to put down on paper or to ex- 

j)lain to those who did not know him what 

lis claim to greatness was. I remember being 

^eked by an incredulous outsider where Lis 

greatness lay, and I could not name a single 

voiiBpicuous quality that my hero possessed. 

IBut he dominated his circle, for all that, and 

many of them were men of far greater intel 

lectual force than himself. He had his own 

-way; if he asked one to do a particular thing, 

one felt proud to be entrusted with it, and 

amply rewarded by a word of approval. It 

Tvas possible to take a different view from the 

Tiew which he took of a matter or a situation, 

l)ut it was impossible to express one's diaeent 
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in his presence. A few halting, fumbling 
words of his were more weighty than many a 
facile and voluble oration. Personally I often 
mistrusted his judgment, but I followed him 
with an eager delight. With such men as 
these, posterity is often at a loss to know why 
they impressed their contemporaries, or why 
they continue to be spoken of with reverence 
and enthusiasm. The secret is that it is a 
kind of moral and magnetic force, and the la- 
mentable part of it is that such men, if they 
are not enlightened and wise, may do more 
harm than good, because they tend to stereo- 
type what ought to be changed and renewed. 

That is one way of greatness; a sort of big, 
blunt force that overwhelms and uplifts, like 
a great sea-roller, yielding at a hundred small 
points, yet crowding onwards in soft volume 
and ponderous weight 

Two interesting examples of this impres- 
sive and indescribable greatness seem to have 
been Arthur Hallam and the late Mr. W. E. 
Henley. In the case of Arthur Hallam, the 
eulogies which his friends pronounced upon 
him seem couched in terms of an intemperate 
extravagance. The fact that the most splen- 
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■«iid panegyrics upon liim were uttered by men 
«f high genius ia not in itself more conclusive 
"than if 80{'h panegyrics had been t-onceived by 
:men of leesep quality, because the greater that 
a man is the more readily does he perceive and 
nuore magniloquently acknowledge greatnesK. 
^part from In Memoriam, Tennyson's re- 
corded utterances about Arthur Hallam are 
expressed in terms of almost hyperbolical 
laudation. I once was fortunate enough to 
liave the opportunity of asking Mr. Gladstone 
about Arthur Hallam. Mr. Gladstone had 
"been his close friend at Eton and his constant 
companion. His eye flashed, his voice gath- 
ered volume, and with a flue gesture of his 
band he said that he could only deliberately 
affirm that physically, intellectually, and mor 
ally, Arthur Hallam approached more Bearly 
to an ideal of linmau perfection than any one 
whom he had ever seen. And yet the picture 
of Hallam at Eton represents a young man of 
an apparently solid and commonplace type, 
with a fresh colour, and almost wholly desti- 
tute of distinction or charm; while his extant 
fragments of prose and poetry are heavy, 
Terbose, and elaborate, and without any mem- 
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orable quality. It appears indeed as if he 
had exercised a sort of hypnotic influence upon 
his contemporaries. Neither does he seem to 
have produced a very gracious impression upon 
outsiders who happened to meet him. There 
is a curious anecdote told by some one who 
met Arthur Hallam travelling with his father 
on the Continent only a short time before his 
sudden death. The narrator says that he saw 
with a certain satisfaction how mercilessly 
the young man criticised and exposed his 
father's statements, remembering how merci- 
less the father had often been in dealing sum- 
marily with the arguments and statements of 
his own contemporaries. One asks oneself in 
vain what the magnetic charm of his presence 
and temperament can have been. It was un- 
doubtedly there, and yet it seems wholly 
irrecoverable. The same is true, in a different 
region, with the late Mr. W. E. Henley. His 
literary performances, with the exception of 
some half a dozen poetical pieces, have no great 
permanent value. His criticisms were vehe- 
ment and complacent, but represent no great 
delicacy of analysis nor breadth of view. 
His treatment of Btevenson, considering the 
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circnmetaneeB of the case, was ungenerous and 
irritable. Yet those who were brought into 
l<rl0Be contact with Henley recognised some- 
I iiilng uiagnanimouB, noble, and fiery about 
lim, which evoked a passionate devotion, I re- 
raember shortly before his death reading an 
appreciation of hia worli bj a faithful admirer, 
who described him as " another Dr. Johnson," 
and speaking of his critical judgment, said, 
"Mr. Henley is pontifical in his wrath; it 
pleased him, for example, to deny to De Quin- 
cey the title to write English prose-" That a 
criticism so arrogant, so saugrenu, should be 
re-echoed with such devoted commendation is 
a proof that the writer's independent judg- 
ment was simply swept away by Hen- 
ley's personality; and in both these cases one 
erely brought face to face with the fact 
[ that though men can earn the admiration of 
[ the world by effective performance, the moat 
spontaneous and enduring gratitude is given 
to individuality. 

The other way of greatnesa is the way of 
intensity, that focuses all its impact at some 
brilliant point, like a rapier-thrust or a flash 
of lightning. Men with this kind of great- 
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DesB have generally some supreme and dazzling 
accomplishmeDt, and the rest of their nature 
iu often sacrifliied to one radiant faculty. 
Their power, in some one single direction, 
in al>solutelj distinct and unquestioned; and 
these are the men who, if they can gather up 
and express the forces of some vague and wide- 
spread tendenoj, some blind and instinctive 
movement of men's minds, form as it were the 
cutting edge of a weapon. They do not supply 
the force, but they concentrate it; and it is men 
of this type who are often credited with the 
bringing about of some profound and revolu- 
tionary change, because they summarise and 
define some huge fori* that is abroad. Not to 
travel far for instances, such a man was 
Rousseau. The air of his period was full of 
sentiments and emotions and ideas; he was 
not himself a man of force; he was a dreamer 
and a poet; but he had the matchless gift of 
ardent expression, and he was able to say 
both trenchantly and attractively exactly what 
every one was vaguely meditating. 

Now let us take some of the chief depart- 
ments of human effort, some of the provincea 
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ID which men attain supreme fame, and con- 
sider what kinds of greatness we should 
expect the present day to evoke. In the depart- 
ment of warfare, we have had few opjiortuni- 
ties of late to discover high strategical genius. 
Our navy has been practically unemployed, 
and the South African War was just the sort 
of campaign to reveal the defloifincies of an 
elaborate and not very practical peace estab- 
lishment. Though it solidified a few reputa- 
tions and pricked the bubble of some few 
others, it certainly did not reveal any subtle 
adaptability in onr generals. It was Lord 
North, I think, who, when discussing with his 
Cabinet a list of names of oITicers suggested 
for fie conduct of a campaign, said, " I do not 
know what effect these names produce upon 
yon, gentlemen, but I confess they make me 
tremble." The South African War can hardly 
be said to have revealed that we have 
many generals who closely correspond to 
Wordflworth'H description of the Happy War- 
tior, but rather induced the tremuIouBness 
which Lord North experienced. Still, if, in 
the strategical region, our solitary recent cam- 
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paign rather tends to prove a defioienoy of 
men of supreme gifts, it at all events proved 
a considerable degree of competence and de- 
votion. I could not go so far as a recent 
writer who regretted the termination of the 
Boer War because it interrupted the evolution 
of tactical science, but it is undoubtedly true 
that the growing aversion to war, the intense 
dislike to the sacrifice of human life, creates 
an atmosphere unfavourable to the develop- 
ment of high military genius; because great 
military reputations in times past have gen- 
erally been acquired by men who had no such 
scruples, but who treated the material of their 
armies as pawns to be freely saoriQoed to the 
attainment of victory. 

Then there is the region of statesmanship; 
and here it is abundantly clear that the social 
conditions of the day, the democratic current 
which runs with increasing spirit in polit- 
ical channels are unfavourable to the develop- 
ment of individual genius. The prize falls to 
the sagacious opportunist; the statesman is 
less and less of a navigator, and more and more 
of a pilot, in times when popular feeling is 
conciliated and interpreted rather than in- 
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spired and guided. To be far-eeeing and dar- 
ing is a diHadvantage ; the most approved 
leader is the man who can harmonise discord- 
ant sections, and steer round obvious and 
pressing difficulties. Geniality and bonhomie 
are more valuable qualities than prescience or 
nobility of aim. The more representative that 
government becomes, the more does originality 
give place to malleability. The more fluid that 
tbe conceptions of a statesman are, the greater 
that his adaptability is, the more acceptable 
he becomes. Since Lord Beaconsfleld, with all 
his trenchant mystery, and Mr, Gladstone, 
with his voluble candour, there have been no 
figures of unquestioned supremacy on the po- 
litical stage. Even so, the effect in both cases 
was to a great extent the effect of personality. 
The further that these two men retire into the 
past, the more that they are judged by the 
written record, the more does the tawdriness 
of Lord Beaconsfield's mind, his absence of 
sincere convictions appear, as well as the 
pedestrianism of Mr. Gladstone's mind, and 
his lack of critical perception. I have heard 
Mr. Gladstone speak, and on one occasion I 
had the task of reporting for a daily paper a 
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private oration on a literary subject I was 
thrilled to the very marrow of my being by 
the address. The parchment pallor of the 
orator^ his glowing and blazing eyes, his leo- 
nine air, the voice that seemed to have a sort 
of physical effect on the nerves, his great sweep- 
ing gestures, all held the audience spell-bound. 
I felt at the time that I had never before real- 
ised the supreme and vital importance of the 
subject on which he spoke. But when I tried 
to reconstruct from the ashes of my industri- 
ous notes the mental conflagration which I 
had witnessed, I was at a complete loss to 
understand what had happened. The records 
were not only dull, they seemed essentially 
trivial, and almost overwhelmingly unimpor- 
tant. But the magic had been there. Apart 
from the substance, the performance had been 
literally enchanting. I do not honestly be- 
lieve that Mr. Gladstone was a man of great 
intellectual force, or even of very deep emo- 
tions. He was a man of extraordinarilv 
vigorous and robust brain, and he was a su- 
preme oratorical artist. There is intellect, 
charm, humour in abundance in the parlia- 
mentary forces; there was probably never a 
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time when there were so many able and am- 
bitious men to be found in the rank and file 
of parliamentarians. But that is not enough. 
There is no supremely impressive and com- 
manding figure on the stage; greatness seems to 
be distributed rather than concentrated; but 
probably neither this, nor political conditions^ 
would prevent the generous recognition of 
supreme genius, if it were there to recognise. 
In art and literature, I am inclined to be- 
lieve that we shall look back to the Victorian 
era as a time of great activity and high per- 
formance. The two tendencies here which 
militate against the appearance of the great- 
est figures are, in the first place, the great ac- 
cumulations of art and literature, and in the 
second place the democratic desire to share 
those treasures. The accumulation of pic- 
tures, music, and books makes it undoubtedly 
very hard for a new artist, in whatever region, 
to gain prestige. There is so much that is un- 
doubtedly great and good for a student of art 
and literature to make acquaintance with, 
that we are apt to be content with the old vint- 
ages. The result is that there are a good 
many artists who, in a time of less produc- 
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tirity, wonid have made themselves an eodar- 
ing repntatioD, and who now mnst be ooDtent 
to be recognised only by a few. The difficulty 
can, I think, only be met by some principle of 
selection being more rigidly applied. We 
shall have to be content to skiiu the cream 
of the old aa well as of the new, and to allow 
the second-rate work of first-rate performers 
to sink into oblivion. But at the same time 
there might be a great future before any artist 
who could discover a new medium of utter- 
ance. It seems at present, to take literature, 
as if every form of human expression had 
been exploited. We have the lyric, the epic, 
the satire, the narrative, the letter, the diary, 
conversation, all embalmed in art. But there 
if probably some other medium possible which 
will become perfectly obvious the moment it 
ip seized upon and used. To take an instance 
from pictorial art At present, colour is only 
naed in a genre manner, to clothe some dra 
matio motive. But there seems no prima 
facie reason why colour should not be used 
symphonically like moaio. In music we ob- 
tain pleasure from an orderly sequence of vi- 
brations, and there seems no real reason why 
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the eye should not be oharmed with colour- 
sequences just as the ear is oharmed with 
sound-sequences. So in literature it would 
seem as though we mi^t get closer still to the 
expression of mere personality, by the medium 
of some sublimated form of reverie, the 
thought blended and tinged in the subtlest 
gradations, without the clumsy necessity 
of sacrificing the sequence of thought to the 
barbarous devices of metre and rhyme, or to 
the still more childish devices of incident and 
drama. Flaubert, it will be remembered, 
looked forward to a time when a writer would 
not require a subject at all, but would express 
emotion and thought directly rather than 
pictorially. To utter the unuttered thought — 
that is really the problem of literature in the 
future; and if a writer could be found to free 
himself from all stereotyped forms of expres- 
sion, and to give utterance to the strange tex- 
ture of thought and fancy, which differentiates 
each single personality so distinctly, so in- 
tegrally, from other personalities, and which 
we cannot communicate to our dearest and 
nearest, he might enter upon a new province 
of art 

IS 
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Bat the seooDd tendency which at the pres- 
ent momeDt dominates writers jb, as I have 
said, the rising democratic interest io the 
things of the mind. This ia at present a very 
inchoate and nncultivated interest; but in 
days of cheap publication and large audiences 
it dominates many writers disastrously. Tbe 
temptation is a grievous one — to take advan- 
tage of a market — not to produce what is ab- 
solutely the best, but what ia popular and 
effective. It ia not a wholly ignoble tempta- 
tion. It is not only tlie temptation of wealth, 
though in an age of comfort, which values 
social resx>ectability so highly, wealth is a 
great temptation. But the temptation is 
rather to gauge success by the power of ap- 
peal. If a man has ideas at all, he is naturally 
anxious to make them felt; and if he can do 
it beat by spreading his ideas rather thinly, 
by making them attractive to enthusiastic 
people of inferior intellectual gi'ip, he feels 
he ia doing a noble work. The truth is that 
in literature the democracy desires not ideas 
but morality. All the best-known writers of 
the Victorian age have been optimistic moral- 
ists, Browning, Rnakin, Carlyle, TennyeoD. 
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~=j:aej have been admired becanse they concealed 
^•heir eeeential conventionality under a slight 
3)erfame of unorthodosy. They all in reality 
pandered to the complacency of the age, in a 
Tpay in which Byron, Wordsworth, Bhelley, and 
IKeats did not pander. The democracy lovea 
~to be assured that it is generous, high-minded, 
and sensible. It is in reality timid, narrow- 
minded, and Pharisaical. It hates indejien- 
•dence and originality, and loves to believe that 
it adores both. It loves Mr. Kipling becauBe 
he assares people that vulgarity is not a sin; 
it loves Mr. Bernard Shaw because he per- 
BTiades jieople that they are cleverer than they 
imagined. The fact is that great men, in lit- 
erature at all events, must be content, at the 
present time, to be nnrecognised and unac- 
elaimed. They must be content to be of the 
happy company ot •whom Mr. Swinburne 
writes: — 



"Hi the gardes of death, where the singers, whose 
names are deathless. 
One with another make music unheard of men." 

Then there is the region of Science, and 
here T am not qualified to speak, because I 
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know no aoience, aod have not even tangbt it, ^^| 
as Mr. Arthur Sidgwick said. I do not really i 

know what oonstitnteB greatness in soienoe. 
I Euppose that the great man of science is the ^^^ 
man who to a power of endlessly patient in- ^^| 
TCBtigation joins a splendid imaginative, of ^^H 
perliapB deductive power, like Newton or Dar- ^^^ 
win. But we who stand at the threshold of 

the scientiflo era are perhaps too near the I 

light, and too much dazzled by the results of.-^^H 
scientific discovery to say who la great andf^^^f 
who is not great. I have met several dis- ^^^^ 
tinguished men of science, and I have tbonght 
some of them to be men of obviously high in- i 

tellectnal gifts, and some of them men of inert ^^B 
and secretive temperaments. But that ia ^^H 
only natural, for to be great in other depart- ^^H 
ments generally implies a certain knowledge 
of the world, or at all events of the thought of 
the world; whereas the great man of science 
may be moving in regions of thought that 
may be absolutely incommunicable to the or- 
dinary person. But I do not suppose that 4 
Hoientiflo greatness is a thing which can be I 
measured by the importance of the praotioal 'J 
results of a discovery. I mean that a ] 
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may hit upon some process, or some treatment 
of disease, which may be of incalculable bene- 
fit to humanitj, and yet not be really a great 
man of science, only a fortunate discoverer, 
and incidentally a great benefactor to hu- 
manity. The unknown discoverers of thingB 
like the screw or the wheel, persona lost in 
the mists of antiquity, could not, I suppose, be 
ranked as great men of science. The great 
man of science is the man who can draw aome 
stupendous inference, which revolutionises 
thought and sets men hopefully at work on 
some problem which does not so much add to 
the convenience of humanity as define the laws 
of nature. We are still surrounded by in- 
numerable and awful mysteries of life and 
being; the evidence which will lead to their 
solution is probably in our hands and plain 
enough, if any one could but see the bearing of 
facts which are known to the simplest child. 
There is little doubt, I suppose, that the great- 
est reputations of recent years have been made 
in aoiencc; and perhaps when our present age 
has globed itself into a cycle, we shall be 
amazed at the complaint that the present era 
is lacking in great men. We are busy in look- 
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ing for greatnesB in ho many directions, and we 
are apt to supiHise, from long use, that great- 
ness is so iDseparably connected with some 
form of human expression, whether it be the 
utterance of thought or the marnhalling of 
armies, that we may be overlooking a more 
stable form of greatness, which will be patent 
to those that come after. My own belief is 
that the condition of science at the present 
day answers best to the conditions which we 
have learut to recognise in the past as the 
fruitful soil of greatness. I mean that when 
we put our finger, in the past, on some period 
which Beems to have been producing great 
work in a great way, we generally find it in 
some knot or school of people, intensely ab- 
sorbed in what they were doing, and doing it 
with a whole-hearted enjoyment, loving the 
work more than the rewards of it, and indif- 
ferent to the pursuit of fame. Buch it seemB 
to me is the condition of acience at the pres* 
ent time, and it ie in science, I am Inclined 
to think, that our heroes are probably to be 
found. 
I do not, then, feel at all sure that we are 
', in great men, Ihough it must be ad- 
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mitted that we are laoking in men whoae su- 
premacy is recognised. I Buppose we mean 
by a great man one who in acme region of 
human performance is oonfeasedly pre-emi- 
nent; and he must further have a theory of 
hie own, and a power of pursuing that theory 
in the face of depreciation and even hoatility. 
I do not think that great men have often been 
indifEerent to criticism. Often, indeed, by 
virtue of a greater sensitiveness and a keener 
perception, they have been profoundly affected 
by nniKtpuIarity and the sense of being miann- 
dei'stood. Carlyle, Tennyson, Ruskin, for in- 
stance, were men of almoat morbid aenaibility, 
and lived in sadness; and, on the other hand, 
there ai'e few great men who have not been 
affected for the worse by premature auecess. 
The beat soil for greatneae to grow up in 
would seem to be an early iaolation, sustained 
against the disregard of the world by the 
affection and admiration of a few kindred 
minds. Then when the great man haa learned 
his method and hia message, and learned too 
not to over-value the popular verdict, aucoesa 
may mature and mellow his powers. Yet of 
how many great men can this be said? As a 
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rule, indeed, a great man's beat work has been 
done in solitude and disfavonr, and he has 
attained iiis siinstiiiie wlien he can no longer 
do his best work. 

The question is whether the modern condi- 
tions of life are unfavourable to greatnesa; 
and I think tbat it must be confessed that 
they are. In the first place, we all know so 
much too about each other, and there is so 
eager a personal cariosity abroad, a curiosity 
about the smallest details of the life of any 
one who seems to have any power of perform- 
ance, that it encourages men to over-confi- 
dence, egotism, and mannerism. Again, the 
world is so much in love with novelty and 
sensation of all kinds, that facile successes 
are easily made and as easily obliterated. 
What so many jieople admire is not greatness, 
but the realisation of greatness and its tangi- 
ble rewards. The result of this is that men 
who show any faculty for impressing the 
world are exploited and caressed, are played 
with as a toy, and as a toy neglected. And 
then, too, the age is deeply i)crraeatcd by so- 
cial ambitions. Men love to be labelled, 
ticketed, decorated, differentiated from the 
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•rowd. Newspapers pander to this taste ; 
and then the ease and rapidity of movement 
tempt men to a restless variety of eii)erience, 
' «Df travel, of society, of cbange, which is alien 
"*o the settled and sober temjwr in which great 
^lesigna are matured. There is a story, not 
Tiiicharacteristio, of modern Bocial life, of a 
riiostess who loved to assemble about her, in 
I "the style of Mrs. Leo Hunter, notabilities 
Bmall and great, who was reduced to present- 
ing a yonng man who made his ap[>earance at 

I one of her gatherings as " Mr. , whose 

' Tincle, yoa will remember, was so terribly 

' mangled Id the railway accident at 8 ." 

It is this feverish desire to be distin- 
gnished at any price which has its counter- 
part in the feverish desire to find objects of 
admiration, Not so can solid greatness be 
achieved. 

The plain truth is that no one can become 
great by tating thought, and stiil less by de- 
siring greatness. It is not an attainable 
thing; fame only is attainable. A man must 
be great in his own quiet way, and the greater 
he is, the less likely is he to concern himself 
with fame. It is useless to try and copy some 
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one else's greatDefls ; that is like trying to loot 
like some one elae'e portrait, even if it be a pop- 
ti-ait by Velasquez. Not that modeaty i» insepa- 
rable from greatness; there are abundance of 
great men who hare been childishly and gro- 
tfflquely vain; but in such cases it has been a 
greatness of performance, a marvellous faculty, 
not a greatness of soul. Hazlitt eays some- 
where that modesty is the lowest of the 
virtues, and a real confession of the deficiency 
which it indicates. He adds that a man wl 
underrates himself is Justly undervalued 
others. This is a cynical and a vulgar maxim. 
It is true that a great man must have a due 
sense of the dignity and importance of his 
work; but if be is truly great, he will bavdj 
also a sense of relation and proportion, and!, 
not forget the minuteness of any individual 
atom. If he has a real greatness of soul, he 
will not be apt to compare himself with 
others, and he will be inclined to an even over-, 
generous estimate of the value of the work 
others. In no respect was the greatness at- 
D. Q. Eossetti more exemplified than in his 
almost extravagant appreciation of the wort 
of his friends; and it was to this royalty of 
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emperament that he largely owed hia per- 
lonal supremacy. 

I would believe then that the lack of con- 
picuous greatness is due at this time to the 
(ver-abundant vitality and eagerness of the 
vorld, ralher than to any languor or listlcss- 
B of spirit. The rise of the decadent school 
in art and literature is not the least sign 
of any indolent or corrupt deterioration, It 
rather shows a desiierate appetite for testing 
Bensation, a fierce hunger for emotional ex- 
periencej a feverish ambition to impress a 
point-of-view. It is all part of a revolt 
against settled ways and conventional theo- 
ries. I do not mean that we can expect to 
find greatness in this direction, for greatness 
is essentially well-balanced, calm, deliberate, 
and decadence is a sign of a neurotic and 
over-vitalised activity. 

Our best hope Is that this excessive rest- 
lessness of spirit will produce a revolt against 
Itaelf. The essence of greatness is un con- 
ventionality, and restlessness is now becoming 
conventional. In education, in art, in litera 
tare, in politics, in social life, we lose our- 
selves in denunciations of the dreamer and 
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the loafer. We cannot bear to see a slowly- 
moving, deliberate, self-contained spirit, 
advancing quietly on its discerned path. In- 
stead of being content to perform faithfully 
and conscientiously our allotted task, which 
is the way in which we can best help the 
world, we demand that every one should want 
to do good, to be responsible for some one else, 
to exhort, urge, beckon, restrain, manage. 
That is all utterly false and hectic. Our aim 
should be patience rather than effectiveness, 
sincerity rather than adaptability, to learn 
rather than to teach, to ponder rather than to 
persuade, to know the truth rather than to 
create illusion, however comforting, however 
delightful such illusion may be. 



VIII 

Shyness 

I HAVE no doubt that shyness is one of the 
old, primitive, aboriginal qualities that 
lurk in human nature — one of the crude ele- 
ments that ought to have been uprooted by 
civilisation, and security, and progress, and 
enlightened ideals, but which have not been 
uprooted, and are only being slowly elimi- 
nated. It is seen, as all aboriginal qualities 
are seen, at its barest among children, who 
often reflect the youth of the world, and are 
like little wild animals or infant savages, in 
spite of all the frenzied idealisation that child- 
hood receives from well-dressed and amiable 
people. 

Shyness is thus like those little bits of 
woods and copses which one finds in a country- 
side that has long been subdued and replen- 
ished, turned into arable land and pasture, 
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with all the wildceBH and the irregnloritj-sa 
ploughed and combed ont of it; bat still one^ 
cornea upon eome piece of dingle, where there ^ 
in perhaps an awkward tilt in the gronnd, or ■ 
some auc^ient excavation, or where a stream- 
head has cut out a steep channel, and there 
one finds a scrap of the old forest, a rood or 
two that has never been anythiug but wood- 
land. So with shyness ; many of our old, 
savage qualities have been smoothed out, or 
glazed over, by education and inheritance, 
and only emerge in moments of passion and 
emotion. But shyness is no doubt the old sus- 
picion of the stranger, the belief that his mo- 
tives are likely to be predatory and sinister; 
it is the tendency to bob the head down into 
the brushwood, or to sneak behind the tree-bole 
on his approach. One sees a little child, 
washed and brushed and delicately apparelled, 
with silken locks and olear complexion, brought 
into a drawing-room to be admired ; one sees 
the terror come upon her; she knows by ex- 
perience that she has nothing to expect but 
attention, and admiration, and petting; but 
you will see her suddenly cover her face with 
a tiny hand, relapse into dismal silence, even 
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bnrst into tearB and refuse to be comforted, 
till she is safely entrenched upon some famil- 
iar knee. 

I have a breezy, boisterous, cheerful friend, 
of transparent simplicity and goodness, who 
baa never known the least toach of shyness 
from hia cradle, who always says, if the snb- 
ject ia introduced, that shyness is all mere 
self -consciousness, and that it comes from 
thinking about oneself. That ia true, in a 
limited degree; but the diagnoaia ia no remedy 
for the disease, because shyness ia as much 
a disease as a cold in the head, and no amount 
of efifort can prevent the attacks of the com- 
plaint; the only remedy is either to avoid the 
occasions ot the attacks — and that is impos- 
aible, unlesa one is to abjure the society of 
other people for good and all; — or else to 
practise resolutely flie hardening process of 
frequenting society, until one geta a sort of 
courage out of familiarity. Tot even so, who 
that has ever really suffered from shyness 
does not feel his heart sink as he drives up in 
a brougham to the door of some strange house, 
,«nd Bees a grave butler advancing out of an 
Imknown corridor, with figures flitting to and 
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fro in the background; what shy person is 
there who at suoh a momeut would not give 
a considerable sum to be able to go back to. 
the station and take the first train home? 
Or who again, as he gives his name to a ser7- 
ant in some brightly lighted hall, and ad- 
vances, with a hurried glance at his toilet, 
into a roomful of well-dressed people, buzzing 
with what Bossetti calls a "din of doubtful 
talk," would not prefer to sink into the earth 
like Korah, Dathan, and Ablram, and be reck- 
oned no more among the living? 

It Is recorded in Tennyson's Life that he 
used to recommend to a younger brother the, 
thought of the stellar spaces, swarming with 
constellations and traversed by planets at in- 
effable distances, as a cure for shyness; and a 
lady of my acquaintance i^ed to endeavour 
as a girl to stay her failing heart on the 
thought of Eternity at such moments. It la 
all in vain; at the urgent moment one oarea 
very little about the stellar motions, or the 
dim vistas of futurity, and very much indeed 
about the out of one's coat, and the appear- 
ance of one's collar, and the glances of one' 
enemies ; the doctrines of the Church, and the 
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prospects of ultimate ealvation, are things 
^rj light in the scales in comparison with 
the pressing necessities of the crisis, and the 
desperate need to appear wholly unconcerned! 
The wild and fierce shyness of childhood is 
Huperseded in moat sensitive people, as life 
goes on, by a very dififerent feeling — the shy- 
ness of adolescence, of which the essence, as 
has been well said, is " a shamefaced pride." 
The shyness of early youth is a thing which 
springs from an intense desire to delight, and 
impress, and interest other people, from want- 
ing to play a far larger and brighter part in 
the lives of every one else than any one in the 
world plays in any one else's life. \Yho does 
not reoognise, with a feeling that is half con- 
tempt and half compassion, the sight of the 
eager pretentiousness of youth, the intense 
shame of confessing Ignorance on any point, 
the deep desire to appear to have a stake in 
the world, and a well-defined, respected iH)ai- 
tion? I met the other day a young man, of 
no particular force or distinction, who was 
standing in a corner at a big social gather- 
iijg, bursting with terror and importance com- 
bined. He was inspired, I would fain believe, 
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by discerning a vague benevolence in mj air 
and demeanour, to fix his attention on me. 
He had been staying at a house where there 
had been some important guestH, and by some 
incredibly rapid transition of eloquence he 
was saying to me in a minute or two, " The 
Commander-in-Chief said to me the other 
day," and " The Archbishop pointed out to 
me a few days ago," giving, as personal con- 
fldenfies, scraps of conversation which he had 
no doubt overheard as an unwelcome adjunct 
to a crowded smoking-room, with the busy 
and genial elders wondering when the boys 
would have the grace to go to bed. My heart 
bled for him as I saw the reflection of my 
own pushing and pretentions youth, and I 
only desired that the onrae should not fall 
upon him which has so often fallen npon 
myself, to recall ineffaceably, with a 
blush that still mantles my cheek in 
the silence and seclusion of my bedroom, 
in a wakeful hour, the thought of some such 
piece of transparent and ridiculoua aelf-im- 
portance, shamefully uttered by mjself, in a 
transport of ambitious vanity, long years ago. 
How out of proportion to the offence is the 



Shyness 



179 



^^Htet^Tenging pbantom of memory wbich dogs one 

"^irough the years for Buch BtupiditieH ! I 

■ar^member that as a youthful undergraduate I 

'went to stay in the honae of aD old family 

friend in the neighbourhood of Cambridge. 

The only other male guest was a grim and 

^^_ ornsty don, eharp and trenchant in speech, 

^^^k and with a determination to keep young men 

^^V In their place. At Cambridge he would hare 

I taken no notice whatever of me; but there, on 

alien ground, with some lurking impulse of 

Ifap-oflf civility, he said to me when the ladies 
retired, "I am going to have a cigar; yon 
tnow your way to the smoking-room ? " I did 
not myself smoke in those days, so foolish was 
I and innocent; but recalling, I suppose, some 
similar remark made by an elderly and genial 
non-smoker under the same cironmstances, I 
said pompously — I ean hardly bring myself 
even now to write the words — " I don't smoke, 
bat I will come and sit with you for the plea- 
sure of a talk." He gave a derisive snort, 
looked at me and said : " What ! not allowed 
L to smoke jet? Pray don't trouble to come 
L my account." It was not a genial speech, 
Liand it made me feel, as it was intended to do, 
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ineupportably silly. I did not make matterH 
bettor, I recollect, on the following day, when 
on returning to Cambridge I offered to carry 
his bag up from tbe station — for he insisted 
on walking. He refused testily, and no doabt 
thought me, as in fact I was, a very spiritleaB 
young man. 

1 penieraijer, too, another incident of the same 
kind, happening abunt the same time. I was 
invited by a fellow-undergraduate to come to 
tea in his rooms, and to meet his people. 
After tea, in the tightness of his heart, my 
friend performed some singular antics, such 
as standing on liis head like a clown, and fall- 
ing over the back of his sofa, alighting on his 
feet. I, who would not have execnted each 
gambols for the world in the presence of the 
fairer sex, but anxious in an elderly way to 
express my sympathy with the performer, 
said, with what was meant to be a polite ad- 
miration, "I can't think how you do that!" 
Upon which a shrewd and trenchant maiden- 
aunt who was present, and was delighting in 
the exuberance of her nephow, said to me 
briskly, " Mr. Benson, have you never been 
young?" I should be ashamed to say hov 
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I since I have arranged a neat repartee 

"to that annoying question. At the same time 
I think that the behaviour both of the don and 
the aunt was distinctly unjust and unadvis- 
able. I am sure that the one way to train 
young people out of the miseries of shyness 
is for older people never to snub them in pub- 
lic, or make them appear in the light of a fool. 
Such snubs fall plentifully and naturally 
from contemporaries. An elder person iB 
quite within his rights in inflicting a grave 
and Berious remonstrance in private. I do not 
believe that young people ever resent that, if 
at the same time they are allowed to defend 
themselves and state their case. But a merci- 
less elder who inflicts a public mortification 
is terribly unassailable and impregnable. For 
the shy person, who is desperately anxious to 
bear a sympathetic part, is quite incapable of 
retort; and that is why such assaults are 
unpardonable, because they are the merest 
bullying. 

The nicest people that I have known in life 
have i)een the people of kindly and sensible 
natures, wbo have been thoroughly spoilt as 
children, encouraged to talk, led to eipeot not 
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only toleratioo, but active kindness and sym- 
pathy from all. The worst of it is that each 
kindness is generally reserved for pretty and 
engaging children, and it is the awkward, on- 
jileasing, ungainly child who gets the slape 
in public. lint as in Tennyson-Turner'a pretty 
poem of Lcttjfa Globe, a ctiild's hand should 
be "welcome at all frontiers." Only delib- 
erate rudeness and insolence on the iiart of 
children should be publicly rebuked; and as 
a matter of fact both rudeness and insolence 
are far oftener the result of ahj-ness than la 
easily supposed. 

After the shyness of adolescence there often 
follows a further stage. The shy person has 
learnt a certain wisdom; he becomes aware 
how easily he detects pretentiousness in other 
people, and realises that there is nothing to 
be gained by claiming a width of experience 
which he does not possess, and that the being 
unmasked is even more painful than feeling 
defloieut and ill-equipped. Then too he learns 
to 6U6]iect that when he has tried to be im- 
pressive, he has often only succeeded in being 
priggish; and the result is that lie falls into 
a kind of speechlessness, comforting himself, 
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as he sits mote and awkward, unduly elon- 
gated, and with unaccountable projections of 
limb and feature, that if only other people 
were a little lees self-absorbed, had the gift of 
I>erceiving hidden worth and real character, 
and could pierce a little below the surface, 
they would realise what reserves of force and 
tenderness lay beneath the heavy shapeless- 
ness of which he is still conscious. Then is 
the time for the shy person to apply himself 
to social gymnastics. He is not required to 
be voluble; but if he will practise bearing a 
hand, seeing what other people need and like, 
carrying on their line of thought, construct- 
ing small conversational bridges, asking tie 
right questions, perhaps simulating an inter- 
est in the pursuits of others which he does not 
naturally feel, he may unloose the burden 
from his back. Then is the time to practise a 
sympathetic smile, or better still to allow one- 
self to indicate and even express the sympa- 
thy one feels; and the experimentalist wilt 
Eioon become aware how welcome such unob- 
trusive sympathy is. He will be amazed at 
first to find that, instead of being tolerated, 
he will he confided In; he will be regarded as 
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a pleasant adjunct to a party, and he will 
8O0U have the even pleaaanter experience of 
finding that his own opinions and adventnres, 
if they are not used to cap and surpass the 
opinions and adventures of others, but to 
elicit them, will be duly valued. Yet, alas, 
a good many shy people never reach that stage, 
but take refuge in a critical and fastidious 
attitude. I had an elderly relative of this 
kind — who does not know the type? — who was 
a man of wide interests and accurate infor- 
mation, but a perfect terror in the domestic 
circle. He was too shy to mingle in general 
talk, but sat with an air of acute observatiou, 
with a dry smile playing over his face; later 
on, when the circle diminiHhed, it ytleased him 
to retail the incautious statements made by 
various members of the party, and correct' 
thera with much acerbity. There are few 
things more terrific than a man who is both 
speechless and distinguished. I have known 
several such, and their presence lies like a 
blight over the most cheerful party. It is 
unhappily often the ease that shyness is apt 
to exist side by aide with considerable ability, 
and a shy man of this type regards distinc- 
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tion as a kind of defensive armour, whieli may 
justify him iu applying to otliers tiie contempt 
whicli he has himself been conscious of in- 
cnrring. One of the most disagreeable men 
I know is a man of great ability, who was 
bullied in his youth. The result upon him 
has been that he tends to believe that moat 
people are inspired by a vague malevolence, 
and he uses his ability and his memory, not to 
add to the pleasure of a party, but to make 
own power felt, I have seen this particu- 
lar man pass from an ungainly speechlessness 
into brutal onslaughts on inoflEensive persona; 
d it is one of the most unpleasant trans- 
formations in the world. On the other hand, 
modest and amiable man of distinction is 
one of the most agreeable figures it is possible 
to encounter. He is kind and deferential, and 
,iiie indulgent deference of a distinguished 
is worth its weight in gold, 
was lately told a delightful story of a 
Sreat statesman staying with a humble and 
anxious host, who had invited a party of sim- 
ple and unimportant people to meet the great 
man. The statesman came in late for dinner, 
land was introduced to the party; he made a 
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Beries of old-faahioncd bovs in all direcdoi 
but no one felt in a position to offer any c 
serrations. The great man, at the conclnsionJ 
of the ceremonj, turned to his host, and Baidy' 
in tones that had often thrilled a listening 
senate: " What very convenient jaga yon have 
in your bedrooms ! They pour well ! " The _ 
social frost broke up; the company were ds) 
lighted to find that the great man was inta 
ested in mundane matters of a kind on wliicb 
every one mif;ht be i>ermitted to have an opin- 
ion, and the tonversation, starting from the 
humblest conveniences of daily life, melted in- 
sensibly into more lilicral subjects. The fact 
is that, in ordinary life, kindness and sim- 1 
plicity are valued far more than brilliance^ 
and the best brilliance is that which throw*! 
a novel and laml»ent light upon ordinary 
topics, rather than the brilliance which dis- 
ports itself in unfamiliar and exalted regions. 
The hero only ceases to be a hero to his valet 
if he is too lofty-minded to enter into the 
workings of his valet's mind, and cannot duly 
appraise the quality of his services. 

And then, too, to go back a little, there are 
certain defects, after all, which are appropri>d 
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ate at different timea of life. A certain de- 
gree of shynesB and even awkwardness is not at 
all a disagreeable thing — indeed it is rather a 
desirable quality — in the young, A perfectly 
aelf -posse eaed and voluble young man arouses 
in one a vagae sense of hostility, unless it is 
accompanied by great modesty aud ingenu- 
ouBnese. The artless prattler, who, in his 
teeuH, has an opinion on ail subjects, 
and considers that opinion worth eipreHsing, 
is pleasant enough, and saves one some 
embarrassment; but such people, alas, too 
often degenerate into the bores of later life. 
If a man's opinion is eventually going to be 
worth anything, he ought, I think, to pass 
through a tumultuous and even prickly stage, 
when he believes that he has an opinion, but 
cannot find the aplomb to formulate it. He 
ought to be feeling his way, to be in a vague 
condition of revolt against what ia conven- 
tional. This is likely to be true not only 
in his dealings with hia elders, but also in 
his dealings with his contemporaries. Young 
people are apt to regard a youthful doctrin- 
aire, who has au oiiinion on everything, with 
sincere abhorrence. He bores them, and to 
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the fonng boredom is not a coDclition of pas- 
aiye BufEering, it U an acute form of torture- 
Moreover, the stock of opinions which a young 
man holds are apt to be parrot-cries repeated 
without any coherence from talks overheard 
and books skimmed. But in a modest and 
ingenuous youth, filled to the brim with eager 
interest and alert curiosity, a certain defer- 
ence ia an adorable thing, one of the most deli- 
cate of graces; and it is a delightful task for 
an older person, who feels the sense of youth- 
ful charm, to melt stiffness away by kindly 
irony and gentle provocation, as Socrates did 
with his sweet-natured and modest boy- 
friends, BO many centuries ago. 

The aplomb of the young generally means 
complacrency; but one who is young and shy, 
and yet has the grace to think about the con- 
venience and pleasure of others, can be the 
most perfect companion in tlie world. One 
bas then a sense of the brave and unsophisti- 
cated freshness of youth, that believes all 
things and hopes all things, the bloom of 
which has not been rubbed away by the rough 
touch of the world. It is only when that shy- 
ness is prolonged beyond the appropriate 
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years, when it leaves a well-grown and hard- 
featured man gasping and incoherent, jerky 
and ungracious, that it is a painful and dis- 
concerting deformity. The only real shadow 
of early shyness is the quite disproportion- 
ate amount of unhappiness that conscious 
gaucherie brings with it. Two incidents con- 
nected with a ceremony most frnitful in nerv 
onsness oome back to my mind. 

When I was an Eton boy, I was staying 
with a country squire, a most courteous old 
gentleman with a high temper. The first 
morning, I contrived to come down a minute 
or two late for prayers. There was no chair 
for me. The squire suspended his reading 
of the Bible with a deadly sort of resigna- 
tion, and made a gesture to the portly butler. 
That functionary rose from his own chair, 
and with loudly creaking boots carried it 
across the room for my acceptance. I sat 
down, covered with confusion. The butler 
retnrned ; and two footmen, who were sitting 
on a little form, made reluctant room for him. 
The butler sat down on one end of the form, 
nnfortunately before his equipoise, the second 
footman, had taken his place at the other end. 



1 90 At Large 

The result was that the form tipped up, and 
a cataraot of flunkies poured down upon the 
floor. There was a ghastly silence; then the 
Gadarene herd slowly recovered itself, and re- 
sumed its place. The squire read the chap- 
ter in an accent of suppressed fury, while the 
remainder of the party, with handkerchiefs 
pressed to their faces, made the moat unac- 
countable sounds and motions for the rest of 
the proceeding. I was really comparatively 
guiltless, but the shadow of that horrid event 
sensibly clouded the whole of my visit. 

I was only a spectator of the other event. 
We had assembled for prayers in the dimly- 
lighted hall of the house of a church digni- 
tary, and the chapter had begun, when a man 
of almost murderous shyness, who was a 
guest, opened his bedroom door and came down 
the stairs. Our boat su8i)ended his reading, 
The unhappy man came down, but, instead 
of slinking to his place, went and stood in 
front of the fire, under the impression that 
the proceedings had not taken shape, and ad- 
dressed some remarks upon the weather to 
his hostess. In the middle of one of his sen- 
tences, he suddenly divined the situation, on 
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seeing the row of flervanta sitting in a thievieli 
corner of the hall. He took hia seat with the 
air of a man driving to the guillotine, and I 
do not think I ever saw any one bo much upset 
BB he was for the remainder of hie stay. Of 
course it may be said that a senae of humour 
Hbould have saved a man from such a collapse 
of moral force, but a aense of humour re- 
quires to be very strong to save a man from 
the sense of having made a conspicuous fool 
of himself. 

I would add one more small reminiscence, of 
an event from which T can hardly say with 
honesty that I have yet quite recovered, 
although it took place nearly thirty years ago. 
I went, as a schoolboy, with my parents, to 
Htay at a very big country house, the kind 
of place to which I was little used, where the 
advent of a stately footman to take away my 
clothes in the morning used to fill me with 
misery. The first evening there was a big 
dinner-party. I found myself sitting next my 
delightful and kindly hostess, my father be- 
ing on the other aide of her. All went well 
till dessert, when an amiable, Ions-haired 
'spaniel came to my aide to beg of me. I had 
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nothing but grapes ou my plate, and purely 
out of coiupliDieDt I offered him one. He at 
ODce took it in his luoutli, and hurried to a 
fine white fur rug in front of the hearth, where 
ho indulged in some unaccountable codtuI- 
aions, rolling himself about and growling in 
an ecstasy of delight. My host, an irascible 
man, loolted round, and then said : " Who th»l 
devil has given that dog a grape?" He addedl 
to my father, by way of explanation, " Thei 
fact 18 that if he can get hold of a grape, 
rolls It on that rug, and it is no end of a nni-. 
aance to get the stain out." I eat crim! 
with guilt, and was just about to falter out 
confession, when my hostess looked up, and, 
seeing what had hapj)ened, said, " It was I, 
Frank; I forgot for the moment what I was 
doing." My gratitude for this angelic inter- 
vention was so great that I had not even the 
gallantry to own up, and could only repay 
my protectress with an intense and lasting 
devotion, I have no doubt that she explained 
matters afterwards to our host; and I con- 
trived to murmur my thanks later in the even- 
ing. But the shock had been a terrible on^i 
and taught me not only wisdom, but the ChriBt-;| 
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ian dnty of intervening, if I could, to save 
the shy from their sins and sufferings. 

Taught by the Power that pities me, 
I learn to pity them. 

But the consideration that emerges from 
these reminiscences is the somewhat bewilder- 
ing one, that shyness is a thing whch seems 
to be punished, both by immediate discomfort 
and by subsequent fantastic remorse, far more 
heavily than infinitely more serious moral 
lapses. The repentance that follows siu can 
hardly be more poignant than the agonising 
sense of guilt which steals over the waking 
consciousness on the morning that follows 
some such social lapse. In fact it must be con- 
fessed that most of us dislike appearing fools 
far more than we dislike feeling knaves ; 
80 that one wonders whether one does not 
dread the ridicule and disapproval of society 
more than one dreads the sense of a lapse 
from morality ; the philosophical outcome of 
which would seem to be that the verdict of 
society upon our actions is at the base of mo- 
rality. We may feel assured that the result 
of moral lapses will ultimately be that we shall 
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have to face the wrath of our Creator; 
one hopes that side by aide with justice will 
be found a merciful allowance for the force of 
temptation. But the final judgment is in any 
case not imminent, while the result of a social 
lapse is that we have to continue to face a 
disapproving and even a contemptuous circle, 
who will remember our failure with malicious 
pleasure, and whose sense of jnstice will not 
be tempered by any appreciable degree of 
mercy. Here again is a discouraging circum- 
stance, that when we call to mind some simi- 
larly compromising and grotesque adventure 
in the life of one of our friends, in spite of the 
fact that we well know the distress that the 
incident must have caused him, we still con- 
tinue to hug, and even to repeat, our recol- 
lection of the occasion with a rich sense of 
joy. Is it that we do not really desire the 
peace and joy of others? It would seem so. 
How many of us are not conscious of feeling 
extremely friendly and hopeful when our 
friend is in sorrow, or diiflcnlty, or discredit, 
and yet of having no taste for standing by 
and applauding when our friend is joyful and 
snooesBfnl ! There is nothing, it seems, that 
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can render to our friend in the latter ease, ex- 
cept the praise of which he haa already had 



It seeniB then that the process of anatomis- 
ing the nature and philosophy of shyness only 
ends in stripping off, one by one, as from an 
onion, the decent integuments of the human 
spirit, and revealing it every moment more 
and more in its native ranknesa. Let me for- 
bear, consoling myself with the thought that 
the qualities of human beings are not meant to 
be talien up one by one, like coins from a tray, 
and aerutinised; but that what matters is the 
general eftect, the blending, the grouping, the 
mellowed surface, the warped line. I was only 
yesterday in an old ohurch, where I saw an 
ancient font-cover— a sort of carved extin- 
guisher — and some dark panels of a rood- 
screen. They had been, both cover and panels, 
coarsely and brightly painted and gilt; and, 
horrible to reflect, it flashed upon me that 
they must have once been both glaring and 
vulgar. Yet to-day the dim richness of the 
effect, the dints, the scaling-off of the flakes, 
the fading of the pigment, the dulling of the 
gold, were incomparable ; and I began to won- 
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der if perhaps that was not what happened 
to us in life; and that though we foolishly 
r^retted the tarnishing of the bright sur- 
faces of soul and body with our passions and 
tempers and awkwardnesses and feeblenesses, 
yet perhaps it was, after all, that we were 
taking on an unsuspected beauty, and making 
ourselves fit, some far-oflF day, for the Com- 
munion of Saints! 
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IT is often eaid tliat the Anglo-Saxon raoes 
suffer from a lack of ideals, that they do 
not hold enough things sacred. But there is 
BBBuredly one thing which the most elemen- 
tary and barbarous Anglo-Saxon holds sacred, 
beyond creed and Decalogue and fair play and 
morality, and that is property. At inquests, 
for instance, it may be noted how often in- 
quiries are solicitously made, not whether the 
deceased had religious difficulties or was dis- 
appointed in love, but whether he had any 
financial worries. We hold our own property 
to be very sacred indeed, and our respect for 
other men's rights in the matter is based on 
the fact that we wish our own rights to be 
respected- If I were asked what other ideals 
were held widely sacred in England and 
America I should find it very difficult to reply. 

B think that there is a good deal of interest 
197 
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taken in Amerioa in edaoation and cnlture; 
whereas in England I do not believe that there 
is very much intereet taken in either; almost 
the only thing which is valued in England, 
romantically, and with a kind of enthusiasm, 
besides property, is social distinction; the de- 
mocracy in England is sometimes said to be 
indignant at the existence of so much social 
privilege; the word "class" is said to be ab- 
horrent to the democrat; but the only clashes 
that he detests ate the classes above him in the 
social scale, and the democrat is extremely in- 
dignant if he Is assigned to a social station 
which he considers to be below his own. I 
have met democrats who despise and con- 
temn the social tradition of the so-called npper 
classes, but I have never met a democrat who 
is not much more infuriated if it is supposed 
that he has not social traditions of his own 
vastly superior to the social traditions of the 
lowest grade of precarious mendicity. The 
reason why socialism has never had any great 
bold in England is because equality is only a 
word, and in no sense a real sentiment in Eng- 
land. The reason why members of the lowest 
ola«8 in England are not as a rale convinced 
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j^H locialists 1b beoanse their one ambition is to 
'^^ become members of the middle-class, and to 
have property of their own; and while the 
Bense of personal possession is so strong as it 
ie, no socialism worthy of the name baa a 
chance. It is possible for any intelligent, 
virtuons, and capable member of the lower 
class to transfer himself to the middle-class; 
and once there he does not favour any system 
of social equality. Socialism can never pre- 
vail as a political system, until we get a ma- 
jority of disinterested men, who do not 
want to pnrchase freedom from daily work by 
acquiring property, and who desire the respon- 
sibility rather than the influence of ad- 
ministrative office. But administrative ofBce 
is looked upon in England as an important 
if indirect factor in acquiring status and per- 
sonal property for oneself and one's friends. 
»I am myself a sincere believer in socialism; 
that is to say, I do not question the right of 
society to deprive me of my private property 
if it chooses to do so. It does choose to do so 
to a certain extent through the medium of the 
income-tax. Such property as I possess has, 
[ think it as well to state, been entirely ac- 
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quired by my own exertions. I have never 
inherited a penny, or received any money ex- 
cept what I have earned. I am quite willing 
to admit that my work was more highly paid 
than it deserved ; but I shall continue to cling 
tenaciously to it until I am convinced that it 
will be applied for the benefit of every one; 
I should not think it just if it was taken from 
me for the benefit of the idle and incompetent; 
and I should be reluctant to part with it un- 
less I felt sure that it would pass into 
hands of those who are as juat-minded and 
disinterested aa myself, and be fairly admin- 
istered. I should not think it just if it 
taken from me by people who intended to mis- 
use it, as I have misused it, for their own 
personal gratification. 

It was made a matter of merriment in the 
case of William Morris that he preached the 
doctrines of socialism while he was a prosper- 
ous manufacturer; but I see that he waa per- 
fectly consistent. There is no justice, for 
instance, about the principle of disarmament^ 
unless all nations loyally disarm at the same 
time. A person cannot be called upon to strip 
himeelf of his jjersonal property for disin- 
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tereeted reasons, if he feels that be is 
surrounded by people who would uae the spoils 
for their own interest. The process must be 
carried out by a sincere majority, who may 
then coerce the selfish minority. I have no 
conception what I should do with my money 
if I determined that I ought not to possess it 
It ought not to be applied to any public pur- 
pose, because under a socialist r(5gime all 
public institutions would be supported by the 
public, and they ought not to depend upon 
private generosity. Still less do I think that 
it ought to be divided among individuals, be- 
cause, if they were disinterested persons, they 
ought to refuse to accept it. The only good 
reason I should have for disencumbering myself 
of my possessions would be that I might set 
a good example of the simple life, by working 
hard for a livelihood, which is exactly what I 
do; and my only misfortune is that my earn- 
ings and the interest of ray accumulated earn- 
ings produce a sum which is far larger than 
the average man ought to possess. Thus the 
difficulty is a very real one. Moreover the evil 
of personal property is that it tends to em- 
phasise class-distinctions and to give the 
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possesBors of it a sense of undae superioritj. 
Kow I am democratic enough to maintain that 
I have no senee whatever of personal superi- 
ority. I do not allow my poBseseion of 
property to give me a life of vacuous amuse- 
ment, for the simple reason that my work 
amuses me far more than any other form of 
occupation. If it ia asked why I tend to live 
by preference among what may be called 
my social equals, I reply that the only people 
one 18 at ease with are the people whose so- 
cial traditions are the same as one's own, for 
the simple reason that one does not then have 
to think about social traditions at all. I do 
not think my social traditions are better than 
the social traditions of any other stratum of 
society, whether it be described as above or 
below my own; all I would say is that they are 
diflferent from the social traditions of other 
strata, and I much prefer to live without hav- 
ing to consider such matters at all. The 
manners of the upper middle-class, to which 
Boientifliially I belong, are different from the 
manners of the upper, lower-middle, and lower 
olass, and I feel out of my element in the 
upper class, just as I feel out of my element 
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in the lower clasB. Of course if I were per- 
fectly simple-minded and sincere, this would 
not be so; but, as it is, I am at ease with 
professional persons of mj own standing; I 
understand their point-of-view without any 
need of explanation ; in any class but my own, 
I am aware of the constant strain of trying 
to grasp another point of view; and to speak 
frankly, it is not worth the trouble. I do not 
at all desire to migrate out of my own class, 
and I have never been able to sympathise with 
people who did. The motive for doing so is 
not generally a good one, though it is of course 
possible to conceive a high-minded aristocrat 
who from motives based upon our common 
humanity might desire to apprehend the point 
of view of an artisan, or a high-minded artisan 
who from the same motive desired to apprehend 
the point of view of an earl. But one requires 
to feel sure that this is based upon a strong 
8eJise of charity and responsibility, and I can 
only say that I have not found that the desire 
to migrate into a different class is generally 
based upon these qualities. 

The question is, what ought a man who be- 
lieves sincerely in the principle of equality to 
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do in the matter, if be is situated as I am 
situated? What I admire and desire i 
i'^ frieadly contact with my fellows, interest- 
ing work, leisure for following the pursuits I 
enjoy, such as art and literature. I honestly 
confess that I am not iuterested in what are 
called Bocial Problems, op rather I am not at 
all interested in the sort of people who study 
them. Such problems have hardly reached 
the vital stage; they are in the highly techni- 
cal stage, and are mixed up with such things I 
as political economy, politics, organisation,J 
and so forth, which, to be perfectly frank, 
to me blighting and dreary objects of study.' 
I honour profoundly the people who engage in 
such pursuits; but life is not long enough to 
take up work, however valuable, from a sense 
of duty, if one realises one's own unfitness fopJ 
such labours. I wish with all my heart thata 
all classes cared equally for the things which 
I lova I should like to be able to talk frankly 
and unaffectedly about books, and interesting 
people, and the beauties of nature, and i 
Btract topics of a mild kind, with any oat 
happened to meet. But, as a rule, to spe 
frankly, I find that people of what I must c 
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the lower class are not interested in these 
things; people in what I will call the upper 
class are faintly interested, in a horrible and 
condescendiBg way, in them^which is worse 
than no interest at all. A good many people in 
my own class are impatient of them, and think 
of them as harmless recreations; I fall back 
upon a few like-minded friends, with whom I 
can talk easily and unreservedly of such 
things, without being thought priggish or 
donnish or dilettanteish or unintelligible. 
The subjects in which I find the majority of 
people interested are personal gossip, money, 
success, business r politics. I love personal 
gossip, hut that can only be enjoyed in a cir- 
cle well acquainted with each other's faults 
and foibles; and I do not sincerely care for 
talking about the other matters I have men- 
tioned. Hitherto I have always had a certain 
amount of educational reaponsibility, and that 
has furnished an abundance of material for 
pleasant talk and interesting thoughts; but 
then I have always suffered from the Anglo- 
Baxou failing of disliking responsibility ex- 
cept in the case of those for whom one's eflforts 
are definitely pledged on strict business prin- 
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ciples. I cannot deliberately aBSume a sei 
of responsibility towards people in general}, 
to do that implies a sense of the value of one's, 
own influence and example, which I hared 
never possessed; and, indeed, I have alwaTsJ 
heartily disliked the mauifestation of it iSg 
others. Indeed, I firmly believe that the besl 
and most fruitful part of a man's influeni 
is the influence of which he is wholly nucoa- 
Hcious; and I am quite sure that no one who 
has a strong sense of responsibility to the 
world in general can advance the cause of 
equality, because such a sense implies at all 
events a consciousness of moral superiority. 
Moreover, my educational experience 
to believe that one cannot do much to form 
character. The most one can do is to guard 
the young against pernicious influenoea, 
do one's beat to recommend one's own disin- 
terested enthusiasms. One cannot tnrn a vi- 
olet into a rose by any horticultural effort; 
one can only see that the violet or the rose has 
the best chance of what is horribly called 
eelf-eEEeotuation. 

My own belief ia that these great ideas like 
Equality and Justice are things which, like 
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poetry, are born and cannot be made. That 
a number of earnest people should be think- 
ing about them shows that they are in the 
air; but the interest felt in them is the sign 
and not the cause of their increase. I believe 
that one must go forwards, trying to avoid 
anything that is consciously harsh or pomp- 
ous or selfish or base, and the great ideas will 
take care of themselves. 

The two great obvious difficulties which 
seem to me to lie at the root of all schemes for 
producing a system of social equality are first 
the radical inequality of character, tempera- 
ment, and equipment in human beings. No 
system can ever hope to be a practical system 
unless we can eliminate the possibility of 
children being born, some of them perfectly 
qualified for life and citizenship, and others 
hopelessly disqualified. If such differences 
were the result of environment it would be a 
remediable thing. But one can have a strong, 
vigorous, naturally temperate child born and 
brought up under the meanest and most sor- 
did conditions, and, on the other hand, a 
thoroughly worthless and detestable person 
may be the child of high-minded, well-educated 
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people, with every social advantage. My work 
as a practical educationalist enforced this 
upon me. One would find a boy, born nnder 
circumstances as favourable for the produc- 
tion of virtue and energy as any soeialistio 
Bjstem could provide, who was really only 
fitted for the lowest kind of mechanical work, 
and whose instiDcts were utterly gross. Even 
if the State could practise a kind of refined 
Mendelism, it would be impossible to guard 
against the influences of heredity. If one 
traces back the hereditary influences of a child 
for ten generations, it will be found that he 
has upwards of two thousand progenitors, 
any one of whom may give him a bias. 

And secondly, I cannot see that any system 
of socialism Is consistent with the system of 
the family. The parents in a socialistic state 
can only be looked upon as brood stock, and 
the nurture of the rising generation must be 
committed to some State organisation, if one 
is to secure an equality of environing influen- 
ces. Of course, this is done to a certain extent 
by the boarding-schools of the upper classes; 
and here again my experience has shown me 
that the system, though a good one for the 
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majority, is not the best aystem invariably for 
types with marked originalitj- — -the very tyi>e 
that one moat desires to propagate. 

These are, of coarse, very crude and ele- 
mentary objections to the socialistic scheme; 
all that I say is that until these difflculties 
seem more capable of solution, I cannot throw 
myself with any interest into the speculation; 
I cannot continue in the path of logical de- 
duction, while the postulates and axioms 
remain so unsound. 

What then can a man who has resources 
that he cannot wisely dispose of, and happi- 
ness that he cannot impart to others, but yet 
who would only too gladly share his gladness 
with the world, do to advance the cause of the 
general weal? Must he plunge into activities 
for which he has no aptitude or inclination, 
and which have ae their aim objects for which 
he does not think that the world is ripe? 
Every one will remember the figure of Mrs. 
Pardiggle in Bleak House, that raw-boned lady 
who enjoyed hard work, and did not know 
what it was to be tired, who went about 
rating ineflieient people, and " boned " her 
children's pocket-money for charitable oh- 
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jects. It seems to me that many of the people 
who work at social reforms do bo because, 
like Mrs. Pardiggle, they enjoy hard work aod 
lore ordering other people about. In a so- 
ciety wisely and rationally organised, there 
would be DO room for Mrs. Pardiggle at all; 
the question is whether things must first pass 
through the Pardiggle stage? I do not in 
my heart believe it. Mrs. Pardiggle seems to 
me to be not part of the cure of the disease, 
but rather one of the ugliest of its symptoms. 
I think that she is on the wrong tack 
altogettter, and leading other people astray. 
I do know some would -be social reformers, 
whom I respect and commiserate with all my 
heart, who see what is amiss, and have no idea 
how to mend it, and who lose themselves, like 
Hamlet, in a sort of hopeless melancholy about 
it all, with a deep-seated desire to give others 

I a kind of happiness which they ought to de- 
sire, but which, as a matter of fact, they do 
not desire. Such men are often those upon 
whom early youth broke, like a fresh wave, 
with an incomparable sense of raptnre, in the 
thought of all the beanty and loveliness of 
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Paradise of delioioiia fixperiencee and fine 
emotionB, believing tiiat there must be some 
strange mistake, and that every one must in 
reality desire what seemed so utterly desir- 
able; and then, as life went on, there fell upon 
these the shadow of the harsh facts of life ; the 
knowledge that the majority of the human 
race had no part or lot in such visions, but 
hived rather food and drink and comfort and 
money and rude mirth; who did not care a 
pin what happened to other people, or how 
frail and suffering beings spent their lives, 
80 long as they themselves were healthy and 
jolly. Then that shadow deepens and thick- 
ens, until the sad dreamers do one of two 
things — either immure themselves in a tiny 
scented garden of their own, and try to drown 
the insistent noises without; or, on the other 
hand, if they are of the nobler sort, lose heart 
and hope, and even forfeit their own delight 
in things that are sweet and generous and 
pleasant and pare. A mournful and inextri- 
cable dilemma! 

Perhaps one or two of such visionaries, who 
are made of sterner stuff, have deliberately 
embarked, hopefully and courageously, upon 
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the Pardiggle path; they have tried absurd 
ezperimeDts, like Raskin, in road-making and 
the formation of Guilds; they have taken to 
journalism and committees like William Mor- 
ris, But they have been baSied. I do not 
mean to say that such lives of splendid re- 
nunciation may not have a deep moral effect; 
but> on the other hand, it is little gain to 
humanity if a richly-endowed spirit deserts 
a piece of work that he can do, to toil un- 
successfully at a piece of work that cannot 
yet be done at all. 

I myself believe that when Society is ca- 
pable of using property and the better plea- 
sures! it will arise and take them quietly and 
flnnly: and as for the fine spirits who would 
try to organise things before they are even 
sorted, well, they have done a noble, ineffect- 
ual thing, because they conld not do other- 
wise; and their desire to mend what is amiss 
is at all events a sign that the impulse is there, 
that the sun has brightened upon the peaks 
before it could warm the valleys. 

1 was reading today The Irrational Knot, 
an early hook by 51r. Bernard Shaw, whom I 
whole-heartedly admire because of his cour- 
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and good-humour and energy. That book 
represents a type of the Kew Man, Buch as I 
Buppose Mr, Shaw would have ua all to bej 
the book, in epite of its radiant wit, is a mel- 
ancholy one, because the novelist [lenetrates 
so clearly past the disguisee of humanity, 
and takes delight in dragging the mean, 
ngly, shuddering, naked creature into the 
open. The New Man himself is entirely 
vigorous, cheerful, affectionate, sensible, and 
robust. He is afraid of nothing and shocked 
by nothing. I think it would have been better 
if be had been a little more shocked, not in a 
conventional way, but at the hideous lapses 
and failures of even generous and frank peo- 
ple. He is too hard and confident to be an 
apostle. He does not lead the tlock like a 
shepherd, but helps them along, like Father- 
o'-Flynn, with his stick. I would have gone 
to Conolly, the hero of the book, to get me out 
of a difficulty, but I could not have confided 
to him what I really held sacred. Moreover 
the view of money, as the one essential world- 
force, so frankly confessed in the book, puz- 
Bled me. I do not think that money is ever 
more than a weapon in the hands of a man, 
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or a conveoient screening wall, and the New 
Man ought to have neither weapons nor walls, 
except his vigour and serenity of spirit. 
Again the New Man is too fond of saying 
what be thinks, and doing what he chooses; 
and, in the new earth, that independent in- 
stinct will surely be tempered by a sense, 
every bit as instinctive, of the rights of other 
people. But I suppose Mr. Shaw's point is 
that if you cannot mend the world, you had 
better make it serve jou, as in its folly and 
debility it will, if you bully it enough. I sup- 
pose that Mr. Shaw would say that the 
brutality of his hero is the shadow thrown on 
him by the vileness of the world, and that if 
we were all alike courageous and industri- 
ous and good-humoured, that shadow would 
disappear. 

And this, I suppose, is after all the secret; 
that the world is not going to be mended from 
without, but is mending itself from within; 
and thus that the best kind of socialism is 
really the highest individualism, In which a 
man leaves legislation to follow and express, 
as it assuredly does, the growth of emotion, 
and sets himself, in his own corner, to be as 
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quiet aod diBinterested and kindly as he can, 
choosing what is honest and pure, and reject-' 
ing what is base and vile; and this is after 
all the socialism of Christ; only we are all in 
Buch a hurry, and think it roore effective to 
clap a ruffian into gaol than to euflfer hia 
violence — the result of which proeeas is to 
make men sympathise with the rutBan — 
while, if we endure his violence, we touch a 
spring in the hearts of rufHan and spectators 
alike, which is more fruitful of good than the 
crtmiual's infuriated seolusion, and his just 
quarrel with the world. Of course the real 
way is that we should each of us abandon our 
own desires for private ease and convenience, 
in the light of the hope that those who come 
after will be easier and happier; whereas the 
Pardiggle reformer literally enjoys the pres- 
ence of the refuse, because his broom has 
something to sweep away. 

And the strangest thing of all is that we 
move forward, in a bewildered company, 
knowing that our every act and word is the 
resultant of ancient forces, not one of which 
we can change or modify in the least degree, 
while we live under the instinctive delusion, 
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vhich SHrvives the severest logic, that we can 
always and at every moment do to a certain 
extent what we choose to do. What the troth 
is that connects and underlies these two 
phenomena, we have not the least conception; 
but meanwhile each remains perfectly ohvious 
and a])parently true. To myself, the logical 
belief is infinitely the more hopeful and sus- 
taining of the two; for if the movement of 
progress is in the hands of God, we are at all 
events taking our mysterious and wonderful 
part in a great dreaiu that is being evolved, 
far more vast and amazing than we can com- 
prehend; whereas if I felt that it was left to 
ourselves to choose, and that, hampered as 
we feel ourselves to be by innumerable chains 
of circumstance, we could yet indeed originate 
action and impede the underlying Will, I 
should relapse into despair before a problem 
full of sickening complexities and admitted 
failures. Meanwhile, I do what I am given 
to do; I perceive what I am allowed to per- 
ceive; I suffer what is appointed for me to 
sufiEer; but all with a hope that I may yet see 
the dawn break upon the sunlit sea, beyon^^ 
the dark hills of time. 
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THE other day I was walking along a road 
at Cambridge, engulfed in a torrent of 
eloth-cappcd and coated young men all flow- 
ing one way — going to see or, as it is now 
called, to " watch " a match. We met a little 
girl walking with her governess in the oppo- 
site direction. There was a baleful light of 
intellect in the child's eye, and a preponder- 
ance of forehead combined with a certain 
lankness of hair betrayed, I fancy, an ingenu- 
0U8 academical origin. The girl was looking 
round her with an unholy sense of superior- 
ity, and as we passed she said to her governess 
in a clear-cat, complacent tone, " We 're quite 
exceptional, ai-en't we?" To which the 
goyerness replied briskly, " Laura, don't be 
ridiculous ! " To which exhortation Laura 
replied with self-satisfied pertinacity, "No, 
but we are exceptional, aren't we?" 
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Ah, Mi 88 Laura, I thought to my self, you 
are one of those people with a dramatic aense 
of your own importance. It will probably 
make you a very happy, and an absolutely in- 
sufferable person! I have little doubt that 
the tiny prig was saying to herself, " I dare- 
say that all these men are wondering who is 
the clever- looking little gipl who is walking 
in the opposite direction to the matt-h, and 
has probably something better to do than 
look on at matches." It is a great question 
whether one ought to wish people to nourish 
illusions about themselves, or whether one 
ought to desire such illusions to be dispelled. 
They certainly add immensely to people's hap- 
piness, but on the other hand, if life is an 
educative progress, and if the aim of human 
beings is or ought to be the attainment of 
moral perfection, then the sooner that these 
illusions are dispelled the better. It is one of 
the many qu^tions which depend upon the 
great fact as to whether our identity is 
prolonged after death. If identity is not pro- 
longed, then one would wish people to main- 
tain every illusion which makes life happier; 
and there is certainly no illusion wliich brings 



The Dramatic Sense 



219 



^^P people such aupreme and nnfailing Gonteiit- 
ment as the seuse of their own sigoificance in 
the world. This illusion rises superior to all 
failures and disappointments. It makes the 

■imallest and simplest act seem momentoas. 
The world for such persons is merely a theatre 
of gazers in which they discharge their part 
appropriately and succesafoUy. I know sev- 
eral people who have the sense very strongly, 
who are conscious from morning to night, in 
all that they do or say, of an admiring audi- 
ence; and who, even if their circle is wholly 
indifferent, find food for delight in the con- 
scioneness of how skilfully and satisfactorily 
they discharge their duties. I remember once 
hearing a worthy clergyman, of no particular 
force, begin a sijeech at a missionary meeting 

■ by saying that people had often asked him 
what was the secret of his smile; and that he 
had always replied that he was unaware that 
his smile had any special quality; but that if 
it indeed was so — and it would be idle to pre- 
hat a good many people had not noticed 
was that he imported a resolute cheer- 
I^Tulness into all that he did. The man, as I 
laid, was not in any way distinguished, 
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but there can be no doulit that the thought 
his heavenly smile was a very Buetaining 
and that the sense of responsibility that the 
possession of suoh a characteristic gave him, 
undoubtedly made him endeavour to smile like, 
tlie Cheshire Cat, when he did not feel par^J 
ticularly cheerful. 

It is not, however, common to find people] 
make Buch a frank and candid confession of 
their superiority. The feeling is generally 
kept for more or less private consumption. 
The underlying self-satisfaction generally 
manifests itself, for instance, with people wha 
have no real illusions, say, about their per- 
sonal appearance, in leading them to feel, after 
a chance glance at themselves in a mirror, 
that they really do not look so bad in certain 
lights. A dull preacher will repeat to him- 
self, with a private relish, a sentence out of a 
very commonplace discourse of his own, and 
think that that was really an original thought, 
and that he gave it an impressive emphasis; 
or a student will make a very unimportant 
discovery, press it upon the attention of some 
great authority on the Kubject, extort a half- 
hearted assent, and will then go about saying, 
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" I mentioned my discovery to Professor 

A ; he was quite excited about it, and 

urged the immediate publication of it" Or 
a commonplaoe woman will give a tea-party, 
and plume herself npon the ^clat with which 
it went off. The materials are ready to hand 
in any life; the quality is not the same as 
priggishness, though it is closely akin to it; 
it no doubt exists in the minds of many really 
successful people, and if it is not flagrantly 
betrayed, it is often an important constituent 
of their success. But the happy part of it is 
that the dramatic sense is often freely be- 
stowed uiK)n the most inconspicuous and un- 
intelligent persons, and fills their lives with a 
consciousness of romance and joy. It con- 
cerns itself mostly with public appearances, 
upon however minute a scale, and thus it is 
a rich source of consolation and self-congratu- 
lation. Even if it falls upon one who has no 
social gifts whatever, whose circle of friends 
tends to diminish as life goes on, whose in- 
vitations tend to decrease, it still frequently 
survives in a consciousness of being pro- 
foundly interesting, and console itself by 
believing that under different circumstances 
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and in a more perceptive society the fact 
would have received a wider recognition. 

But, after all, as with many things, mnch 
depends upon the way that illusions are cher- 
ished. When this dramatic sense is bestowed 
upon a heavy-handed, imperceptive, egotisti- 
cal person, it becomes a terrible jifBiction to 
other people, unless indeed the onlooker pos- 
eesses the humorous spectatorial curiosity; 
when it becomes a matter of delight to find 
a person behaving characteristically, striking 
the honr punctually, and being, as Mr. Ben- 
net thought of Mr. Collins, fully as absurd as 
one had hoped. It then becomes a pleasiipe, 
and not necessarily an unkind one, because it 
gives the deepest satisfaction to the victim, 
to tickle the egotist as one might tickle a 
trout, to draw him on by innocent questions, 
to induce him to unfold and wave his flag high 
In the air. I had once a worthy acquaintance 
whose occasional visits were to me a source of 
infinite pleasure — and I may add that I have 
no doubt that they gave him a pleasure quite 
as acute — because he only required the 
simplest fly to be dropped on the pool, when 
he came heavily to the top and swallowed it. 
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I have heard him deplore the vast size of his 
correspondence, the endless claims made upon 
him for counsel. I have heard him say ■with 
a fatuous smile that there were literally 
hundreds of iieople who day by day brought 
their pitcher of self-pity to he filled at his 
pump of sympathy: that he wished he could 
have a little rest, but that he supposed that it 
was a plain duty for him to minister thus to 
human needs, though it took it out of him 
terribly. I suppose that some sort of experi- 
ence must have lain behind this confession, for 
my friend was a decidedly moral man and 
would not tell a deliberate untrnth; the only 
difficulty was that I could not conceive where 
he kept his stores of sympathy, because I had 
never heard him speak of any subject except 
himself, and I suppose that his method of 
consolation, if he was consulted, was to relate 
some striking instance out of his own experi- 
ence in which grace triumphed over nature. 

Sometimes, again, the dramatic sense takes 
the form of an exaggerated self -depreciation. 
I was reading the other day the life of a very 
devoted clergyman, who said on his death-bed 
to one standing by him, " If anything is done 
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in memory of me, let a plain slab be placed e 
my grave with my inifials and the date, t 
the words, ' The unworthy priest of this i 
ish ' — that must be all." 

The man's modesty was absolutely sincere; 
yet what a strange confusion of modesty and 
vanity after all: If the humility had been 
perfectly unaffected, he would have felt that 
the man who really merited such a description 
deserved no memorial at all; or again, if he 
had had no sense of credit, he would have left 
the choice of a memorial to any who might 
wiBh to commemorate him. If one analyses « 
the feeling underneath the words, it will ba^ 
seen to consist of a desire to be remembered, ' 
a hope almost amounting to a belief that his 
work was worthy of commemoration, coupled 
with a sincere desire not to exaggerate its 
value. And yet silence would have attested 
his humility far more effectually than any 
calculated speech ! I 

The dramatic sense is not a thing which ' 
necessarily increases as life goes on; some 
people have it from the very beginning. I 
have an elderly friend who is engaged on a 
very special sort of scientific research of t 
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wholly tinimportant kind. He is just aB in- 
capable as my eympathetic friend of talking 
about anything except his own interests. 
" You don't mind my speaking about my 
work?" he says with a brilliant amile; "you 
see it means so much to me." And then, after 
explaining some highly technical detail, he 
will add : " Of course this seems to you very 
minute, but it is work that has got to be done 
by some one; it is only laying a little st«ne in 
the temple of science. Of course I often feel 
I should like to spread my wings and take a 
wider flight, but I do seem to have a special 
faculty for this kind of work, and I suppose 
it is my duty to stick to it," And he will pass 
his hand wearily over his brow, and expound 
another teohnieai detail. He apologises cease- 
lessly for dwelling on his own work; but 
in no place or company have I ever heard him 
do otherwise; and he is certainly one of the 
happiest people I know. 

But, on the other hand, it is a rather charm- 
ing (juality to And in combination with a 
certain balance of mind. Unless a man is 
interesting to himself he cannot easily be in- 
teresting to others; there is a youthful and 
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ingecaouB senBe of romana 
can exist side by side with 
sympathy, somewhat akin to the habit common 
to imaginative children of telling themeelTeB 
long stories in which they are the heroes of 
the tale. But people who have this faculty 
are generally mildly ashamed of it; they do ^ 
not believe that their fantastic adventnres i 
likely to hapi)en. They only think how plei 
ant it wonid be if things arranged themselves 
80. It all depends whether suoh dramatisa- 
tion is looked upon in the light of 
amusement, or whether it is applied in a 
handed manner to real life. Imaginative^ 
children, who have true sympathy and affeo- 
tion as well, generally end by finding the real 
world, as they grow up into it, such an aston- 
ishing and interesting place, that their hori- . 
zon extends, and they apply to other peopl^ ] 
to their relationships and meetings, the zest J 
and interest that they formerly applied onljffl 
to themselves. The kind of temperament that-fl 
falls a helpless victim to dramatic egotism is 
generally the priggish and self-satisfied maii| 
who has a fervent belief in his own i 
and the duly of exercising it on 
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Most of uSj one may say gratefully, are kept 
humble by our failures and even by our sins. 
If the path of the transgressor is hard, the 
path of the righteous man is often harder. If 
a man is born free from grosser temptations, 
vigorous, active, robust, the chances are ten to 
one that he falls into the snare of self-right- 
eousness and moral complacency. He passes 
judgment on others, he compares himself 
favourably with them. A spice of unpopular- 
ity gives him a still more fatal bias, because 
he thinks that he is persecuted for his good- 
ness, when he is only disliked for his super!- 
iority. He becomes content to warn people, 
and if they reject his advice and get into dif- 
ficulties, he is not wholly ill-pleased. Whereas 
the difhdent i>erson who tremblingly assumes 
the responsibility for someone else's life, ia 
beset by miserable regrets if his penitent es- 
capes him, and attributes it to his own mis- 
management. The truth is that moral 
indignation is a luxury that very few people 
can afford to indulge in. And if it is true that 
a rich man can with difficulty enter the king- 
dom of heaven, it is also true that the dramatic 
man finds it still more difBcuIt. He is im- 
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pervious to criticism, because he bears it with 
meekness. He has so good a conscience that 
he oannot believe himself in the wrong. If he 
makes an egregious blunder, he sajs to him- 
self witb infinite solemnity that it is right 
that his self-satisfaction should be tenderly 
purged away, aud glories in his own humility. 
A far wholesomer frame of mind is that of 
the philosopher who said, when complimented 
on the mellowness that advancing years had 
brought him, that he atill reserved to himself 
the right of damning things in general. Be- 
cause the truth is that the things which really 
discipline us are the painful, dreary, intoler- 
able things of life, the results of one's own 
meanness, stupidity, and weakness, or the 
black catastrophes which sometimes over- 
whelm us, and not the things which we piously 
and cheerfully accept as ministering to our 
conseionsness of worth and virtue. 

If I say that the dramatic failing is apt to 
be more common among the clergy than among 
ordinary mortals, it is because the clerical 
vocation is one that tempts men who have this 
temperament strongly developed to enter it, 
and afterwards provides a good deal of 
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tenance to the particular form of vanity that 
lies behind the temptation. The dramatis 
sense loves public appearances and trappings, 
processions and ceremonieB. The instinctive 
dramatist, who is also a clergyman, tends to 
think of himself as moving to his place in the 
sanctuary in a solemn progress, with a worn 
spiritual aspect, robed as a son of Aaron. 
He likes to picture himself as standing in the 
pulpit pale with emotion, his eye gathering 
fire as he bears witness to the truth or testi- 
fies against sin. He likes to believe that his 
words and intonations have a thrilling quality, 
a tire or a delicacy, as the case may be, which 
scorch or penetrate the sin-burdened heart. 
It may be thought that this criticism is un- 
duly severe; I do not for a moment say that 
the attitude is universal, but it is commoner, 
I am sure, than one would like to believe; and 
neither do I say that it is inconsistent with 
deep earnestness and vital seriousness. I 
would go further, and maintain that such a 
dramatic consciousness is a valuable quality 
for men who have to sustain at all a spectacu- 
lar part. It very often lends impressiveness 
to a man, and convinces those who hear and 
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Bee him of his sinoerity; while 
thinka nothing of appearances often fails td 
oonvinee his audience that he cares more for 
his message than for the fact that he is the 
mouthpiece of it. I find it very difBcult to 
say whether it is well for people who cherish 
such illusione about their personal impressive- 
nesB to get rid of such illusions, when per- 
sonal impressiveDesB is a real factor in their 
sncoesB. To do a thing really well it is esi 
tial to have a substantial confidence in onrfj 
aptitude for the task. And undoubtedly 
fldenee and humility, however sincere, are 
bad outfit for a man in a public position, 
am inclined to think that self-oonfldence, and 
a certain degree of Belf-satisfaction, are valu- 
able assets, so long as a man believes primarily 
in the importance of what he has to say and' 
do, and only secondarily in his own power of,: 
and fitness for, saying and doing it. 

There is an interesting story — I do not 
vouch for the truth of it — that used to be told 
of Cardinal Manning, who undoubtedly had 
a strong sense of dramatic effect. He waB 
putting on his robes one evening in the sacristy 
of the cathedral at Westminster, when a 
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noise was heard at the door, as of one who waa 
determined on forcing an entrance in spite of 
the remonstrances of the attendants. In a 
moment a big, strongly-built person, looking 
like a prosperous man of business, labouring 
under a vehement and passionate emotion, 
came quickly in, looked about him, and ad- 
vancing to Manning, poured out a series of in- 
dignant reproaches. " You have got hold of 
my boy," he said, " with your hypocritical and 
sneaking methods; you have made him a Ro- 
man Catholic; you have ruined the happiness 
and peace of our home; you have broken his 
mother's heart, and overwhelmed us in mis- 
ery." He went on in this strain at some 
length. Manning, who was standing in his 
cassock, drew himself up in an attitude of 
majestic dignity, and waited until the in- 
truder's eloquence had exhausted itself, and 
had ended with threatening gestures. Some of 
those present would have intervened, but Man- 
ning with an air of command waved them back, 
and then, pointing his hand at the man, he 
Bald : " Now, sir, I have allowed you to have 
your say, and you shall hear me in reply. You 
have traduced Holy Church, you have broken 
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in upon the Sanotoary, yon have attered i 
aud abominable slanders against the Faith; 
and I tell you," he added, pausing for an in- 
stant with Oashing eyes aud marble visage^ 
" I tell you that within three months you will 
be a Catholio yourself." He then turned 
sharply on his heel and went on with his pre- 
parations. The man was utterly discomfited ; 
he made as though he would speak, but was 
unable to find words; he looked round, and 
eventually slunk out of the aaoristy in silence. 

One of those present ventured to ask Man- 
ning afterwards about the strange scene. 
" Had the Cardinal," he inquired, " any sad- 
den premonition that the man himself would 
adopt the Faith in so short a time?" Man- 
ning smiled indulgently, putting his hand on 
the other's shoulder, and said : " Ah, my dear 
friend, who shall say? You see, it was a very 
awkward moment, aud I had to deal with the 
situation as I best oould." 

That was an instance of supreme presence 
of mind and great dramatic force; but one is 
not sure whether it was a wholly apostolioal 
method of handling the position. 

But to transfer the question from the eooKI 
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Bifustical region into the region of oommon life, 
it is undoulotedly true that if a man or a wo- 
man has a strong senee of moral issues, a deep 
feeling of responsibility and sympatliy, an 
anxious desire to help things forward, then a 
dramatic sense of the value of manner, speech, 
gesture, and demeanour ia a highly efCective 
instrument. It ia often said that people who 
wield a great personal influence have the gift 
of making the individual with whom they are 
dealing feel that his case is the most interest- 
ing and important with which they have ever 
come in contact, and of inspiring and main- 
taining a special kind of relationship between 
themselves and their petitioner. That is no 
doubt a very encouraging thing for the appli- 
cant to feel, even though he is sensible enough 
to realise that his case is only one among 
many with which his adviser is dealing, and 
probably not the most significant. Upon auoh 
a quality as this the success of statesmen, 
lawyers, physicians, largely depends. But 
where the dramatic sense is combined with 
.egotism, selflshoess, and indifference to the 

I claims of others, it is a terrible inheritance. 

' It ministers, as I have said before, to its pos- 
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sesBor's eelf-Batisfaction ; bat on the other 
hand it is a failing which goes bo deep and 
which permeates bo intimately the whole 
moral nature, that its cure is almost impoa- 
Bible without the gift of what the Scripture 
oalle "a new heart." Such self-complacency 
is a fearful shield against criticism, and par- 
ticularly BO because it gives as a rule so few 
opportunities for any outside person, however 
intimate, to eipose the obliquity of such a 
temperament. The dramatic egotist is care- 
ful as a rule not to let his egotism appear, 
but to profess to be, and even to believe that 
he is, guided by the highest motives in all 
his actions and words. A candid remon- 
strance is met by a calm tolerance, and by the 
reply that the critic does not understand the 
situation, and ia trying to hinder rather 
than to help the development of beneficent 
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I used to know a man of this type, who was 
insatiably greedy of influence and recognition. 
It ia true that he was ready to help other peo- 
ple with money or advice. He was wealthy, 
and of a good iKJsition; and he would take a 
great deal of trouble to obtain appointments 



for friendB who appealed to him, or to unravel 
a difBonlt situation; though the object of his 
diligence was not to help hie applicants, but 
to obtain credit and power for himself. He 
did not desire that they should be helped, but 
that they should depend upon him for help. 
Nothing could undeceive him as to his own 
motive, because he gave his time and his 
money freely ; yet the result was that most of 
the people whom he helped tended to resent 
it in the end, because he demanded services in 
return, and was jealous of any other interfer- 
ence. Chateaubriand saye that it is not true 
gratitude to wish to repay favours promptly ; 
and still less is it true benevolence to wish to 
retain a hold over those whom one has 
benefited. 

Sometimes indeed the two strains are al- 
most inextricably intertwined, real and vital 
sympathy with others, combined with an over- 
whelming sense of personal significance; and 
then the problem is an inconceivably compli- 
cated one. For I suppose it must be frankly 
confessed that the basis of the dramatic sense 
is not a very wholesome one; it is, of course, 
a strong form of individualism. But while it 
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ia tme that we sufiFer from taking uureel' 
too seriously, it is also possible to suffer from 
Dot taking ourselves seriously enough. If 
effectiveness is the end of life, there is no ques- 
tion that a strong sense of what we like to 
call reeponsibility, which is generally nothing 
more than a sense of one's own importance, 
decorously framed and glazed, is an immei 
factor in success. I myself cherish the h( 
that effectiveness is very far from being the 
end of life, and that the only effei^tiveness 
that is worth anything is unintentional effec- 
tiveness. I believe that a man or woman wl 
is humble and sincere, who loves and is Iov( 
is higher on the steps of heaven than the 
adroitest lobbyist; but it may be that the 
world's criterion of what it admires and re- 
spects is the right one; and indeed it is hard 
to see how so strong an instinct is implanted 
in the human race, the instinct to value 
strength and suceesa above everything, unless 
it is put there by our Maker. At the same 
time one ('heriahes the hope that there is a 
better criterion somewhere, in the Divine 
Mind, in the fruitful future, the criterion that 
it is not what a man actually effects that 
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ters, bnt what he makes of the resonrces that 
are given him to work with. 

The effectiveness of the dramatic sense is 
beyond question. One can see a supreme in- 
stance of it in the case of the Christian Sci- 
ence movement, in which a woman of strong 
personality, by lighting upon an idea latent 
in a large number of minds, an idea moreover 
of real and practical vitality, and by putting 
it in a form which has all the de&niteness re- 
quired by brains of a hazy and emotional 
order, has contrived to effect an immense 
amount of good, besides amazing a colossal 
fortune, and assuming almost Divine preten- 
sions, without being widely discredited. The 
human race is, speaking generally, so anxious 
for any leading that it can get, that if a man 
or woman can persuade themselves that they 
have a mission to humanity, and maintain a 
pontifical air, they wilt generally be able to 
attract a band of devoted adherents, whose 
faith, rising superior to both intelligence and 
common-sense, will indorse almost any claim 
that the prophet or prophetess likes to 
advance. 

But the danger for the prophet himself is 
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great. Arrogance, oomplaceucy, self-confi- 
dence, all the Pharisaical vices, floorish 
briskly in such a soil. He loses all sense of 
proportion, all sense of dependence. Instead 
of being a humble learner in a mj-sterions 
world, he expects to find everything made after 
the pattern revealed to him in the Moont. 
The good that he does may be permanent and 
fmltfnl; but in some dark valley of bumilift-l 
tion and despair he will have to learn that 
God tolerates us and uses ns; He does not 
need us. " He delighteth not in any man's 
legs," as the Psalmist said with homely vig- 
our. To save others and be oneself a castaway 
is the terrible fate of which St. Paul saw so 
clearly the possibility; and thus any one who 
is conscious of the dramatic sense, or even 
dimly suspects that it is there, ought to pray 
very humbly to be delivered from it, as he 
would from any other darling bosom-sin. He 
ought to eschew diplomacy and practise frank 
nesa, he ought to welcome failure and to re- 
joice when he makes humiliating mistakes. 
He ought to be grateful even for palpable 
faults and weaknesses and sins and physical 
disabilities. For if we have the hope that 
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God is ednoating ns, is moulding a fair statue 
out of the frail and sordid clay, such a faith 
forbids us to reject any experience, however 
disagreeable, however painful, however self- 
revealing it may be, as of no import; and thus 
we can grow into a truer sense of proportion, 
till at last we may come 

''to leam that Man 
Is small, and not forget that Man is great." 




I HAD been at Fairford that atill, fresh, 
' April morning, and had enjoyed the sunny 
little piazza, with its pretty oharacteristlo 
varietieB of pleasant stone-built houses, soli^J 
Georgian fronts interspersed with mullioned' 
gables. But the church ! That is a marvel- 
lous place ; its massive lantern-tower, with 
solid, softly moulded outlines — for the sandy 
oolite admits little fineness of detail — all 
weathered to a beautiful orange-grey tint, has 
a mild dignity of its own. Inside it is a trea- 
sure of medievalism. The screens, the wood- 
work, the monuments, all rich, dignified, and 
spacious. And the glass ! Next to King's Col-^ 
lege Chapel, I suppose, it is the noblest series ot,J 
windows in England, and the colour of it is i 
comparable. Azure and crimson, green anAj 
orange, yet all with a firm economy of ( 
the robes of the saints set and imbedded in I 
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flue intricacy of white taberDac!e-work. As 
to the design, I hardly knew whether to smile 
OP weep. The splendid, ugly faces of the 
saints, depicted, whether designedly or art- 
lessly 1 cannot gness, as men of simple j 
sions and homely exjierience, moved me greatly, 
so unlike the mild, polite, porcelain visages of 
even the best modern glass. But the windows 
are as thick with demons as a hive with bees ; 
and oh! the irresponsible levity displayed in 
these merry, grotesque, long-nosed creatures, 
some flame-coloured and long- tailed, some 
green and scaly, some plated like the arma- 
dillo, all going about their merciless work 
with infinite gusto and glee ! Here one picked 
at the white breast of a languid, tortured wo- 
man who lay bathed in flame; one with a 
glowing hook thrust a lamentable big- 
pauDched wretch down into a bath of molten 
liquor; one with pleased intentness turned the 
handle of a churn, from the top of which pro- 
ti'uded the head of a fair-haired boy, all dis- 
torted with pain and terror. What could 
have been in the mind of the designer of these 
hateful scenes? It is impossible to acquit 
him of a strong sense of the humorous. Did 
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he believe that Buch thiDgs were actually in 
ppogrcBB in Bome infernal cavern, seven times 
heated? I fear it may have been eo. And what 
of the effect upon the mindn of the village folk 
who saw them day by day? It woold have 
depressed, one would think, an imaginative 
girl or boy into madness, to dream of such 
things as being conntenanoed by God for the 
heathen and the nnbaptised, as well as for the 
creel and sinful. If the vile work had been 
represented as being done by cloudy, sombre, 
relentless creatures, it would have been more 
tolerable. But these fantastic imps, as lively 
as grigs and full to the brim of wicked laugh- 
ter, are certainly enjoying themselves with an 
extremity of delight of whioh no trace is to be 
seen in the mournful and heavily lined faces 
of the faithful. Autres temps, autres m<Eura! 
Perhaps the simple, coarse mental palates of 
the village folk were none the worse for this 
realistic treatment of sin. One wonders what 
the saintly and refined Eeble, who spent many 
years of bis life as his father's curate here, 
thought of it all. Probably his submissive 
and deferential mind accepted it as in some 
ecclesiastical sense symbolical of the mer(d 
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leHB hatred of God for the desperate corrup- 
tion of hnmanity. It gave me little pleasure 
to connect the personality of Keble with the 
place, patient, aweet-naturedj mystical, ser- 
viceable as he was. It seems hard to breathe 
in the austere air of a mind like Keble's, where 
the wind of the spirit blows chill down the 
narrow pathj fenced in by the high, uncom- 
promising walls of ecclesiastical tradition on 
the one hand and stern Puritanism on the 
other. An artificial type, one is tempted to 
say ! — and yet one ought never, I suppose, so 
to describe any flower that has blossomed 
fragrantly upon the human stock ; any system 
tliat seems to extend a natural and instinctive 
appeal to certain definite classes of human 
temperament. 

T sped pleasantly enough along the low, rich 
pastures, thick with hedgerow elms, to Leoh- 
lade, another pretty town with an infinite 
variety of habitations. Here again is a fine 
ancient church with a comely spire, " a pretty 
pyramis of stone," as the old Itinerary says, 
overlooking a charming gabled house, among 
walled and terraced gardens, with stone balls 
on the corner-posts and a quaint pavilion, the 
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river runiiiiig below; and so on to a bridge 
over the yet slender Thames, where the river 
water spouted clear and fragrant into a wide 
pool ; and across the flat meadows, bright 
with kingonps, the spire of Lechlade tow- 
ered over the clustered honse-roofs to the 
west. 

Then further still by a lonely ill-laid road. 
And thus, with a mind plesHantly attaned to 
beauty and a quickening pulse, 1 drew near to 
Kelmscott. The great alluvial flat, broaden- 
ing on either hand, with low wooded heights, 
" not ill-designed," as Morris said, to the 
Bouth. Then came a winding cross-track, and 
presently I drew near to a straggling village, 
every honse of which had some charm and 
qnality of style, with here and there a high 
gabled dovecot, and its wooden cupola, stand- 
ing up among solid barns and stacks. Here 
was a tiny and inconspicuous church, with a 
small stone belfry; and then the road pushed 
on, to die away among the fields. But there, 
at the very end of the village, stood the house 
of which we were in search ; and it was with 
a touch of awe, with a quickening heart, that 
I drew near to a place of such sweet and gra- 



Kelmscott and William Morris 245 



ciouB memories, a place so dear to more thao 
one of the heroes of art. 

One comes to llie goal of an artistic pilgrim- 
age with a certain sacred terror; either the 
place is disappointing, or it is utterly unlike 
what one anticijiates, I knew Kelmscott so 
well from Rossetti'a letters, from Morris's own 
splendid and loving description, from pic- 
tures, from the tales of other pilgrims, that I 
felt I could not he disappointed; and I was 
not. It was not only Just like what I had 
pictured it to he, hut it had a delicate and 
natural grace of its own as well. The house 
was larger and more beaotiful, the garden 
smaller and not less beautiful, than I had 
imagined. I had not thought it was so shy, 
80 rustic a place. It is very difScult to get 
any clear view of the manor. By the road are 
cottages, and a big huildiug, half storehouse, 
half wheelwright's shop, to serve the homely 
needs of the farm. Through the open door 
one could see a bench with tools; and planks, 
staves, epokes, waggon-tilts, faggots, were all 
stacked In a pleasant confusion. Then came 
a walled kitchen-garden, with some big 
Bhrnbs, bay and laurestinns, rising plnmply 
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within; beyond which the grey house, Bpreaa 
thin with plaster, held up its gables and 
neys over a stone-tiled roof. To the left, bi 
barns and byres — a farm-man leading in 
yonng bull with a i>ole at the nose-ring; 
yond that, open fields, with a dyke and 
flood-wall of earth, grown over with nettles- 
withered sedges in the watercourse, and 
in which the rooks were clamorously buildin] 
We met with the ready, simple Berkshii 
courtesy; we were referred to a gardener wh< 
was in charge. To speak with him, we walk< 
round to the other side of the house, to 
open space of grass, where the fowls piok( 
merrily, and the old farm-lumber, broken:^ 
coops, disused ploughs, lay comfortably aboui 
" How I love tidiness ! " wrote Morris 
Yet I did not feel that he would have douK^ e 
other than love all this natural and simpK- ^ 
litter of the busy farmstead. 

Here the venerable house appeared mor^"^ 
stately still. Through an open door in a waTM-^ 
we caught a sight of the old standards of a^XJ 
orchard, and borders with the spikes of spring- 
flowers pushing through the mould. The 
gardener was digging in the gravelly soil. He 
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received ub with a grave and kindly air; but 
when we aeked if we could look into the house, 
he said, with a sturdy faithfiilness, that his 
orders were that no one should see it, and 
continued his digging without heeding us 
further. 

Somewhat abashed we retraced our steps; 
we got one glimpae of the fine indented front, 
with its shapely wings and projections. I 
should like to have seen the great parlour, and 
the tapestry-room with the story of Samson 
that bothered Rossetti so over his work. I 
shoald like to have seen the big oak bed, with 
its hangings embroidered with one of Morris's 
sweetest lyrics; 



And the night is a-cold. 

1 Bhonld like to have seen the tapestry-chamber, 
and the room where Morris, who so frankly 
relished the healthy savour of meat and drink, 
ate his Joyful meals, and the peacock yew-tree 
that he found in his days of failing strength 
too hard a task to clip. I should like to have 
Been all this, I say; and yet I am not sure 
that tables and chairs, upholsteries and pio- 
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turcB, would not have come in between me ancE 
the eacred spirit of the place. 

80 I turned to the church. Plain and] 
homely as its exterior is, iuBlde it is toTiched^E»d 
with the true mediseval spirit, like the " old^E»d 
febel chapel " of the Mort d' Arthur. It^^rs 
bare walls, its half-obliterated freacoes, ita^^ ~s 
Btnrdy pillars, gave it an ancient, simple air—'^ir. 



But I did not, to my gri 
Morris, though I saw 
brought from Lechlade 



ief, see the grave 0I 
fancy the col 
the bright farm 
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waggon, on that day of pitiless rain. Foc^cr 
there was going on in the churchyard the onl^s^lJ 
thing I saw that day that seemed to me tflc:i^*> 
strike a false note; a silly posing of villag^^^ 
girls, self-conscious and overdressed, before^^^ 
the camera of a photographer— a playing at:*^ 
EBsthetics, bringing into the village life a touclL^c^^ 

of unwholesome vanity and the vulgar affecta " 

tion of the world. That is the ugly shadow "^ 
of fame; it makes conventional people curious^^ 

about the details of a great man's life and ear 

foundings, without initiating them into any 
sympathy with his ideals and motives. Thesr 
price that the real worshippers pay for theirr 
inspiration is the slavering idolatry of tho 
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uDintelligent; and I withdrew in a moumfol 
wonder from the place, wishing I could set an 
invisible fence round the scene, a fence which 
none should pass bnt the few who had the 
secret and the key in their hearts. 

And here, for the pleasure of copying the 
sweet words, let me transcribe a few sentences 
fi'om Morris's own description of the house 
itself: 

A house that I love with a reasonable love, I 
think; for though my words may give you no idea 
of any special charm about it, yet I assure you 
that the charm is there; so much has the old house 
grown up out of the soil and the lives of those that 
lived on it: some thin thread of tradition, a half- 
anxious sense of the delight of meadow and acre 
and wood and river; a certain amount (not too 
much, let us hope) of common-sense, a liking for 
making materials serve one's turn, and perhaps at 
bottom some little grain of sentiment — this, I think, 
was what went to the making of the old house. 

And again: 

My feet moved along the road they knew. The 
raised way led us into a little field, bounded by a 
backwater of the river on one aide; on the right 
hand we could see a cluster of small houses and 
bams, and before us a grey stone barn and a wall 
partly overgrown with ivy, over which a few grey 
gableB showed. The village road ended in the shal- 
low of the backwater. We crossed the road, and 
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my hand raised the latch of a door in the wall, and 
we stood presently on a stone path which led up 
to the old house. The garden between the wall and 
the house was redolent of the June flowers, and 
the roses were rolling over one another with that 
delicious superabundance of small well-tended gar- 
dens which at first sight takes away all thought save 
that of beauty. The blackbirds were singing their 
loudest, the doves were cooing on the roof -ridge, the 
rooks in the high elm-trees beyond were garrulous 
among the young leaves, and the swifts wheeled 
whirring about the gables. And the house itself 
was a fit guardian for all the beauty of this heart 
of summer. 

O me! O me! How I love the earth, and the sea- 
sons, and weather, and all things that deal with it, 
and all that grows out of it — as this has done! 
The earth and the growth of it and the life of it! 
If I could but say or show how I love it! 

The pure lyrical beauty of this passage 
makes one out of conceit with one's own 
clumsy sentences. But still, I will say how 
all that afternoon, among the quiet fields, 
with the white clouds rolling up over the lip 
of the wolds, I was haunted with the thought 
of that burly figure; the great head with its 
curly hair and beard; the eyes that seemed so 
guarded and unobservant, and that yet saw 
and noted every smallest detail; the big 
clumsy hands, apt for such delicacy of work; 
to see him in his rough blue suit, his easy roll- 



Kelmscott and William Morris 251 

ing gait, wandering about, stooping to look at 
the flowers in the beds, or glancing up at the 
sky, or sauntering off to fish in the stream, or 
writing swiftly in the parlour, or worliing at 
his loom; so bluff, so kindly, so hlunt in ad- 
dress, so unaffected, loving all that he saw, 
the tide of full-blooded and restless life run- 
ning 80 vigorously in his veins; or, further 
back, Rossetti, with his wide eyes, half-bright, 
half-languorous, pale, haunted with impos- 
sible dreams, pacing, rapt in feverish thoughti 
through the lonely fields. The ghosts of 
heroes! And whether it was that my own 
memories and affections and visions stirred 
my brain, or that some tide of the spirit still 
sets from the undiscovered shores to the 
scenes of life and love, I know not, but the 
place seemed thronged with unseen presences 
and viewless mysteries of hope. Doubtless, 
loving as we do the precise forms of earthly 
beauty, the wide green pastures, the tender 
grace of age on gable and wall, the springing 
of sweet flowers, tie clear gush of the stream, 
we are really in love with some deeper and 
holier thing ; yet even about the symbols 
themselves there lingers a consecrating power; 
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and that influence was present with me to- 
day, as I went homewards in the westering' 
light, with the shadows of house and tree 
lengthening across the grass in the stiUJ 
afternoon. ■ 

Heroes, I said? Well, I will not here speak i 
of Rossetti, thongh his impassioned heart and 
wayward dreams were made holy, I think, 
throngh sntfering: he has purged his fault. 
But I oannot deny the name of hero to Morris. 
r^t me put into words what was happening - 
to him at the very time at which be bad madftJ 
this sweet place his home. He bad alrea^l 
done as much in those early years as many 
men do in a lifetime. He had written great 
poems, he had loved and wedded, he had made 
abundant friends, bis wealth was growing 
fast; he loved every detail of his work, design- 
ing, weaving, dyeing; he had a band of de- 
voted workers and craftsmen under him. He 
could defy the world; he cared nothing at all 
(or society or honours. He had magnificent 
vitality, a physique which afforded him every 
kind of wholesome momentary enjoyment. 

In the middle of all this happy activity a 
cloud came over bis mind, blotting out the 
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BnBsbine. Partly, perhaps, private sorrow a 
iiad BometliiDg to do with it; partly, perhaps, 
a weakening of physical fibre, after a life of 
enormous prodnetivity and restless energy, 
made itself felt. But these were only inciden- 
tal causes. What began to weigh npon him 
was the thought of all the toiling thousands 
of humanity, whose lives of labour precluded 
them from the enjoyment of all or nearly all 
of the beautiful things that were to him the 
very essence of life; and, what was worse still, 
he perceived that the very faculty of higher 
enjoyment was lacking, the instinct for beauty 
having been atrophied and almost eradicated 
by sad inheritance. He saw that not only did 
the workers not feel the joyful love of art and 
natural beauty, but that they could not have 
enjoyed such pleasures, even if they were to be 
brought near to them; and then came the 
further and darker thought, that modem art 
was, after all, a hollow and a soulless thing. 
He saw round him beautiful old houses like 
his own, old churches which spoke of a high 
natural instinct for fineness of form and de- 
tail. These things seemed to stand for a wide- 
spread and lively joy in simple beauty which 
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seemed to have TaniBhed out of the world. 
EDcient times it waB natnral to the old build' 
era if they had, say, a barn to build, to make 
it strong and seemly and graceful; to bnttress 
it with atone, to bestow care and thought upon 
coign and window-ledge and dripstone; to 
prop the roof on firm and shapely beams, and, 
to cover it with honest stone tiles, each 
which had an individuality of its own. 
now he saw that if people bnilt naturally, they 
ran np flimsy walls of brick, tied them to- 
gether with iron rods, and pnt a curved roof 
of galvanised iron on the top. It was 
enough that it should be built so, but wl 
was worse still was that no one saw or heedi 
the difference; they thought the new style was 
more convenient, and the question of beauty 
never entered their minds at all. They re- 
morselessly pulled down, or patched meanly 
and sordidly, the old work. And thus he 
gan to feel that modern art was an essential 
artificial thing, a luxury existing for a 
leisurely people, and no longer based on a deep 
universal instinct. He thought that art was 
wounded to death by competition and hurry 
and vulgarity and materialism, and that 
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moBt die down altogether before a sweet natu- 
ral prodcct could arise from the etump. 

Tiien, too, Morris was not an individualist; 
he oared, one may think, about things more 
than people. A friend of his once complained 
that, if he were to die, Morris would no doubt 
grieve for him and even miss him, but that it 
would make no gap in his life, nor interrupt 
his energy of work. He eared for movements, 
for claseea, for groups of men, more than he 
cared for persona. And thus the idea came 
to Mm, in a mournful year of reflection, that 
it was not only a mistake, but of the nature 
of sin, to isolate himself in a little Paradise 
of art of his own making, and to allow the 
great noisy, ugly, bewildered world to go on 
its way. It was a noble grief. The thought 
of the bare, uncheered, hopeless lives of the 
poor came to weigh on him like an ob- 
seseion, and he began to turn over in his mind 
what he could do to unravel the knotted 
skein. 

" I am rather in a discouraged mood," he 
wrote on New Year's Day, 1880, " and the 
whole thing seems almost too tangled to see 
through and too heavy to move." And again: 
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I have of late been somewhat melancholy (rather 
too strong a word, but I don't know another) ; not 
so much so as not to enjoy life in a. way, but just 
so much as a man of middle age who has met with 
ruba (though less than his share of them) may 
sometimes be allowed to be. When one is just so 
much subdued one is apt to turn more specially 
from thinking of one's own affairs to more worthy 
matters; and my mind is very full of the great 
change which I hope is slowly coming over the 
world. 

And so he plunged into Booiali»m. He gave 
up his poetry and much of hie congenial work. 
He attended meetings and committees; he 
wrote leaflets and pamphlets ; he lavished 
money; he took to giviDg leoturea and ad- 
dresses; be exposed himself to misunder- 
Btandings and insults. He spoke iu rain at 
street corners to indifferent loungers; he 
pushed a little cart about the squares selling 
Socialist literature; he had collisions with the 
police; he was summoned before magistrates; 
the " poetic upholsterer," as he was called, 
became an object of bewildered contempt to 
friends and foes alike. The work was not 
congenial to him, but he did it well, develop- 
ing infinite tolerance and good-humour, and 
even tactfulness, in his relations with other 
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men. The eipoenre to the weather, the strain, 
the neglect of his own physical needs, brought 
on, undoubtedly, the illness of which he event- 
ually died; and worst of all was the growing 
shadow of dienouragement, which made him 
gradually aware that the times were not ripe, 
and that even if the people could seize the 
. power they desired, they could not use it. He 
became aware that the worker's idea of rising 
in the social scale was not the idea of gaining 
security, leisure, independence, and love of 
honest work, but the hope of migrating to the 
middle class, and becoming a capitalist on a 
small scale. That was the last thing that 
Morris desired. Most of all he felt the charge 
of inconsistency that was dinned into his cars. 
It was held ridicnlous that a wealthy capitalist 
and a large employer of labour, living, if not 
in luxury, at least in considerable stateliness, 
should profess Bocialist ideas without at- 
tempting to disencumber himself of his wealth. 
He wrote in answer to a loving remonstrance: 

You see, my dear, I can't help it. The ideas which 
have taken hold of me will not let me rest; nor can 
I see anything else worth thinking of. How can it 
be otherwise, when to me society, which to many 
seema an orderly arrangement for allowing decent 
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people to get through their lives creditably and with 
some pleasure, seems mere camiibalism; nay, worse 
(for there ought to be hope in that), is grown so 
corrupt, so steeped in hypocrisy and lies, that one 
turns from one stratum of it to another with hope- 
less loathing. • • • Meantime, what a little ruf- 
fles me is this, that if I do a little fail in my duty 
some of my friends will praise me for failing in- 
stead of blsiming me. 

And then at last, after every sordid circum- 
stance of intrigue and squabble and jealousy, 
one after another of the organisations he 
joined broke down. Half gratefully and half 
mournfully he disengaged himself, not because 
he did not believe in his principles, but be- 
cause he saw that the difficulties were insu- 
perable. He came back to the old life; he 
flung himself with renewed ardour into art 
and craftsmanship. He began to write the 
beautiful and romantic prose tales, with their 
enchanting titles, which are, perhaps, his 
most characteristic work. He learnt by slow 
degrees that a clean sweep of an evil system 
cannot be made in a period or a lifetime by an 
individual, however serious or strenuous he 
may be; he began to perceive that, if society 
is to put ideas in practice, the ideas must first 
be there, clearly defined and widely appre- 
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hended; and that it iB useless to urge men to 
a life of which they have no conception and 
for which they have no desire. He had al- 
ways held it to be a eacred duty for people to 
live, if possible, in whatever simplicity, among 
beautiful things; and it may be said that no 
one man in one generation has ever effected 
80 much in this direction. He has, indeed, 
leavened and educated taste; he has destroyed 
a vile and hypocritical tradition of domestic 
art; by his writings he has opened a door for 
countless minds into a remote and fragrant 
region of unspoilt romance; and, more still 
than this, he remains an example of one who 
made a great and triumphant resignation of 
all that he held most dear, for the sake of do- 
ing what he thought to be right. He was not 
an ascetic, giving up what is half an incum- 
brance and half a terror; nor was he naturally 
a melancholy and detached person; but he 
gave up work which he loved passionately, and 
a life whiirh he lived in a full-blooded, gener- 
ous way, that he might try to share his bless- 
ings with others, out of a supreme pity for 
those less richly endowed than himself. 
How, then, should not this corner of the 
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^^H world, which be loTed so dearly, speak to the 
^^V spirit with a voice and an aeoent far louder 

^^M and more urgent than itB own tranquil habit: 

^^H of sunny peace and green-shaded sweetnesBl 

^^M '• You linow my faitb," wrote Morris from. 

^^B Kelmscott in a bewildered hour, " and how I 

^^H feel I have no sort of right to revenge myself 

^^1 for any of my private troubles on the kind. 

^^V earth ; and here I feel her kindness very spe- 

^^ cially, and am bound not to meet it with a long- 

face." Noble and high-hearted words! for he 
of all men seemed made by nature to enjoy 
seonrity and beauty and the joys of livingj if 
ever man was so made. His very lack of 
personal eenBitiveness, his unaptness to be 
moved by the pathetic appeal of Ihe individual, 
might have been made a shield for his own 
peace; but he laid that shield down, and bared 
his breast to the sharp arrows; and in his 
noble madness to redress the wrongs of the 
world he was, perhaps, more like one of his 
great generous knights than he himself ever 
suspected. 

This, then, I think is the reason why this 
place — a grey grange at the end of a country ^ 
lane, among water meadows — has i 
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call for the spirit. A place of which Morris 
wrote, " The scale of everytliing of the Bmall- 
est, bnt so sweet, so umisual even; it was like 
the background of an innocent fairy-story." 
Yes, it might have been that! Many of the 
simplest and quietest of lives had been lived 
there, no doubt, before Morris came that way. 
But with him came a realisation of its virtues, 
a perception that in its smallnews and sweet- 
ness it yet held imprisoned, like the gem that 
sits on the smallest finger of a hand, an ocean 
of light and colour. The two things that lend 
strength to life are, in the first place, an ap- 
preciation of its quality, a perception of its 
intense and awful significance — the thought 
that we here hold in our hands, if we could 
but piece it all together, the elements and por- 
tions of a mighty, an overwhelming problem. 
The fragments of that mighty mystery are 
sorrow, sin, suffering, joy, hope, life, death. 
Things of their nature sharply opposed, and 
yet that are, doubtless, somehow and some- 
where, united and composed and reconciled. 
It is at this sad point that many men and most 
artists stop short. They see what they love 
and desire ; they emphasise this and rest upon 
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it; and when the Burge of enffering buffeti 
tbem away, thej drown, bewildered, strugglini 
for breath, complaining. 

Bat for the true man it is otherwise. He 
IB penetrated with the desire that all should 
ehare his joy and be emboldened by it. It 
casts a cold shadow over the BUnshine, it mara 
the scent of the roses, it walls across the coo- 
ing of the doves — the sense that others snffer 
and toll unhelped; and still more grievous to 
him is the thought that, were these duller 
natures set free from the galling yoke, their 
mirth would be evil and hideous, they would 
have no inkling of the sweeter and the purer 
joy. And then, if he be wise, he tries his 
hardest, in slow and wearied hours, to com- 
fort, to interpret, to explain; in much heavi- 
ness and dejection he labours, while all the 
time, though he knows it not, the sweet ripple 
of his thoughts spreads across the stagnant 
pool. He may be flouted, contemned, insulted, 
but he heeds it not; while all the strands of 
the great mystery, dark and bright alike, work 
themselves, delicately and surely, into the 
picture of his life, and the picture of other 
lives as well. Larger and richer grows the 



I 




Kelmscott and William Morris 263 



great design, till it is set in some wide hall or 
corridor of the Houae of Life; and the figure 
of the toil-worn knight, with armour diuted 
and brow dimmed with duet and sweat, kneel- 
ing at tlie shrine, makes the very silence of 
the place beautiful; while those that go to and 
fro rejoice, not in the suffering and weariness, 
not in the worn face and the thin, sun- 
browned hands, but in the thought that he 
loved all things well; that bis joy was pure 
and high, that his clear eyes pierced the dull 
mist that wreathed cold field and dripping 
wood, and that, when he sank, outworn and 
languid after the day's long toil, the jocund 
trumpetB broke out from the high-walled town 
in a triumphant concert, because he had done 
worthily, and shonld now see greater things 
than these. 
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IN the course of the summer it was my lot tccr^ -*' 
attend the Speech-Day festivities of a cer — '■^' 
tain school — indeed, I attended at more than M^^^ 
one Bnch gathering, vocatus atque non vocatus, .«_'*) 

as Horace says. They are not the sort of en- ' 

tertainments I should choose for pleasure; 
one feels too much like a sheep, driven from 
pen to pen, kindly and courteously driven, but 
Btill driven. One is fed rather than eats. 
One meets a number of charming and inter- 
esting people, and one has no time to talk to 
them. But I am always glad to have gone, 
and one carries away pleasant memories of 
kindness and courtesy, of youth and hope. 
This particular occasion was so very typi- 
cal that I am going to try and gather up my 
impressions and ideas. It was an old school j 
and a famous school, though not one of the ] 
most famous. The buildings large and efiEec- 
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tive, full of modern and up-to-date improve- 
ments, with a mellow core of antiquity, in the 
shape of a venerable little court-yard in the 
oentre. There were green lawns and pleasant 
gardens and umbrageous trees; and it was a 
beautiful day, too, sunny and fresh, so that 
one was neither baked nor boiled. The first 
item was a luncheon, at which I sat between 
two very pleasant strangers and exchanged 
cautious views on education. We agreed that 
the value of the classics as a staple of mental 
training was perhaps a little overrated, and 
that possibly too much attention was nowa- 
days given to athletics; but that after all the 
public-school system was the backbone of the 
country, and taught boys how to behave like 
gentlemen, and how to govern subject races. 
We agreed that they were ideal training- 
grounds for character, and that our public- 
schools were the envy of the civilised world. 
In such profound and suggestive interchange 
of ideas the time sped rapidly away. 

Then we were gathered into a big hall. It 
was pleasant to see proud parents and charm- 
ing sisters, wearing their best, clustered ex- 
citedly round some sturdy and well-brushed 



266 At Large 

young herOy the hope of the race; pleas- 
ant to see frook-ooated masters, beaming with 
professional benevolence, elderly gentlemen 
smilingly recalling tales of youthful prowess, 
which had grown quite epical in the lapse of 
time; it was inspiriting to feel one of a big 
company of people, all bent on being for once 
as good-humoured and cheerful as possible, 
and all inspired by a vague desire to improve 
the occasion. 

The prizes were given away to the accom- 
paniment of a rolling thunder of applause ; we 
had familiar and ingenuous recitations from 
youthful orators, who desired friends, Ro- 
mans, and countrymen to lend them their ears, 
or accepted the atrocious accusation of being 
a young man; and then a Bishop, who had 
been a schoolmaster himself, delivered an ad- 
dress. It was delightful to see and hear the 
good man expatiate. I did not believe much 
in what he said, nor could I reasonably en- 
dorse many of his statements; but he did it 
all so genially and naturally that one felt al- 
most ashamed to question the matter of his 
discourse. Yet I could not help wondering 
why it is thought advisable always to say 



A Speech Day 267 

exaotl; the eame things od tbese oooaHions. 
The good mau began by asserting that the boys 
would never be so happy or so important again 
in their lives as they were at school, and that 
all grown-up people were envying them. I 
don't know whether any one believed that; I 
am sure the boys did not, if I can judge by 
what my own feelings used to be on such oc- 
casions. Personally I ased to think my school 
a very decent sort of place, but I looked for- 
ward with excitement and interest to the 
liberty and life of the larger world; and 
though perhaps in a way we elders envied the 
boys for having the chances before them that 
we had so many of us neglected to seize, I 
don't suppose that with the parable of Vice 
VersA before us we would really have changed 
places with them. Would any one ever retom 
willingly to discipline and barrack-life? 
Would any one under discipline refuse in- 
dependence if it were offered him on easy 
terms? I doubt it! 

Then the Bishop went on to talk about 
educational things; and he said with maoh 
emphasis that in spite of all that was said 
about modern education, we most of os real- 
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ised as we grew older that all cultare was 
really based upon the Greek and Latin 
olaBsicB. We all etamped on the ground and 
cheered at that, I as lustily as the rest, though 
I am quite sure it is not true. All that the 
Bishop really meant waa that such culture as 
he himeelf possessed had been based on the 
classics. Now the Bishop is a robust, genial, 
and sensible man, but he is not a strictly cul- 
tured man. He is only sketchily varnished 
with culture. He thinks that German litera- 
ture is nebulous, and French literature im- 
moral. I don't suppose he ever reads aB 
English book, except perhaps an ecclesiastical 
biography; he would say that he had no time 
to read a novel ; probably he glances at the 
Christian Year on Sundays, and peruses a 
Waverley novel if he is kept in bed by a oold, 
Tet he considers himself, and would be gen- 
erally considered, a well-educated man. I 
believe myself that the reason why we as a 
nation love good literature so little is because 
we are starved at an impressionable age on a 
diet of classics; and to persist in regarding 
the classics as the high-water mark of the 
human intellect seems to me to argue a melan- 
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choly want of faitli in the progreaa of tlie 
race. However, fop the moment we all be- 
lieved ourselves to be men of a high culture, 
Boxmdly baeed on the corner-stone of Latin 
and Greek. Then the Bishop went on to speak 
of athletics with a solemn earnestness, and 
he said, with deep conviction, that experience 
had taught him that whatever was worth do- 
ing was worth doing well. He did not argue 
the point as to whether all games were worth 
playing, or whether by filling up all the spare 
time of boys with them, by crowning euccess- 
fnl athletes with glory and worship, by en- 
gaging masters who will talk with profound 
seriousness about bowling and batting, row- 
ing and football, one might not be developing 
a perfectly false sense of proportion. He 
told the boys to play games with all their 
might, and he left on their minds the impres- 
sion that athletics were certainly things to 
be ranked among the Christian graces. Of 
course he sincerely believed in them himself. 
He would have maintained that they developed 
manliness and vigour, and discouraged loafing 
and uncleanness. I am not at all sure myself 
that games as at present organised do minis- 
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ter directly to virtue. The popularity of the 
athlete is a dangerous thing if he is not vir- 
tuously inclined; while the excessive organisa- 
tion of games discourages individuality, and 
emphasises a very false standard of success 
in the minds of many boys. But the Bishop 
was not invited that he might say unconven- 
tional things. He was asked on purpose to 
bless things as they were, and he blessed them 
with all his might. 

Then he went on to say that the real point 
after all was character and conduct; that in- 
tellect was a gift of God, and that conspicu- 
ous athletic capacity was a gift — he did not 
like to say of God, so he said of Providence; 
but that in one respect we were all equal, and 
that was in our capacity for moral effort; and 
that the boy who came to the front was not 
always the distinguished scholar or the famous 
athlete, but the industrious, trustworthy, 
kindly, generous, public-spirited boy. This he 
said with deep emotion, as though it were 
rather a daring and unexpected statement, 
but discerned by a vigilant candour; and all 
this with the air that he was testifying faith- 
fully to the true values of life, and sweeping 
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aside with a courageous band the false glow 
and glamour of the world. We did not like 
to applaud at this, but we made a subdaed 
dmmming with our heels, and uttered a sort 
if murmurous assent to a noble and far from 
ibvions proposition. 
But here again I felt that the thing was 
somehow not quite as high-minded as it 
eeemed. The goal designated was, after ail, 
the goal of euccess. It was not suggested that 
the unrewarded and self-denying life was per- 
haps the noblest. The point was to come to 
the front somehow, and it was only indicating 
a sort of waiting game for the boys who were 
conscious neither of intellectual nor athletic 
capacity. It was a sort of false socialism, 
this pretence of moral equality, a kind of con- 
I Bolation prize that was thus emphasised. And 
''I felt that here again the assumption was an 
nntrue one. That is the worst of life, if one 
examines it closely, that it is by no means 
wholly run on mora! lines. It is strength that 
is rewarded, rather than good desires. The 
Bishop seemed to have forgotten the ancient 
maxim that prosperity is the blessing of the 
Old Testament, and affliction the blessing of 
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the New. These qualities that were going to 
produce ultimate success— -conscientiousness^ 
generosity, modesty> public spirit — ^they are, 
after all, as much gifts as any other gifts of 
intellect and bodily skill. How often has one 
seen boys who are immodest, idle, frivolous, 
mean-spirited, and ungenerous attain to the 
opposite virtues? Not often, I confess. Who 
does not know of abundant instances of boys 
who have been selfish, worthless, grasping, un- 
principled, who have yet achieved success 
intellectually and athletically, and have also 
done well for themselves, amassed money, and 
obtained positions for themselves in after life. 
Looking back on my own school days^ I can- 
not honestly say that the prizes of life have 
fallen to the pure-minded, affectionate, high- 
principled boys. The boys I remember who 
have achieved conspicuous success in the 
world have been hard-hearted, prudent, hon- 
ourable characters with a certain superficial 
honhomie, who by a natural instinct did the 
things that paid. Stripped of its rhetoric, the 
Bishop's address resolved itself into a panegyr- 
ic of success, and the morality of it was that 
if you could not achieve intellectual and 
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sthletio prominence, jou might get a oertalD 
d^ree of credit by unostentatious virtue. 
What I felt was that somehow the goal pro- 
posed was — dare I hint it?^a vulgar one; 
that it was a glorification of prudence and 
good-humoured self-interest; and yet if the 
Bishop had preached the gospel of disinter- 
estedness and quiet faithfulness and devotion, 
he would have had few enthusiastic hearers. 
If he had said that an awkward and surly 
manner, no matter what virtues it concealed, 
was the greatest bar to ultimate mundane suc- 
cess, it would have been quite true, though 
perhaps not particularly edifying. But what 
I desired was not startling paradox or cynical 
comment, but something more really manly, 
more just, more unconventional, more ardent, 
; disinterested. The boys were not ex- 
horted to care for beautiful things for the 
sake of their beauty ; but to care for attractive 
things for the sake of their acceptability. 

And yet in a way it did us all good to listen 
to the great man. He was so big and kindly 
and fatherly and ingenuous; he had made vir- 
tue pay; I do not suppose he had ever had a 
low or an impure or a spiteful thought; but 
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his path had been easy from the first; he was 
a scholar and an athlete, and he had never 
pursued success, for the simple reason that it 
had fallen from heaven like manna round 
about his dwelling, with perhaps a few dozen 
quails as well! Boys, parents, masters, young 
and old alike, were assembled that day to wor- 
ship success, and the Bishop prophesied good 
concerning them. It entered no one's head 
that success, in its simplest analysis, means 
thrusting some one else aside from a place 
which he desires to fill. But why on such a 
day should one think of the feelings of others? 
we were all bent on virtuously gratifying our 
own desires. The boys who were left out were 
the :weak and the timid, the ailing and the 
erring, the awkward and the unpopular, the 
clumsy and the stupid; they were not bidden 
to take courage, they were rather bidden to 
envy the unattainable, and to submit with 
such grace as they could muster. But we 
pushed all such vague and unsatisfactory 
thoughts in the background; we sounded the 
clarion and filled the fife, and were at ease in 
Zion, while we worshipped the great, brave, 
glittering world. 
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What I desired was that, in the height of 
our jubilant self-gratulation, some sweet and 
gracious figure, full of heavenly wisdom, could 
have twitched the gaudy curtain aside for a 
moment and shown us other things than these; 
who could have assured us that we all, how- 
ever stupid and dreary and awkward and 
indolent, however vexed with low dreams 
and ugly temptations, yet had our share and 
place in the rich inheritance of life; and that 
even if it was to be all a record of dull failure, 
commonplace sinfulness, cheered by no joyful 
triumph, no friendly smile — ^yet if we fought 
the fault and did the dull task faithfully, and 
desired to be but a little better, a little 
stronger, a little more unselfish, that the pil- 
grimage with all its sandy tracts and terrify- 
ing spectres would not be traversed in vain ; and 
then I think we might have been brought to- 
gether with a sense of sweeter and truer unity, 
and might have thought of life as a thing to 
be shared, and joy as a thing to be lavished, 
and not have rather conceived of the world as 
a place full of fine things, of which we were all 
to gather sedulously as many as we could 
grasp and retain. 
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Wliat I desired was tliat, in the height of 
our jobilant self-gratalation, some sweet and 
graciona figure, full of heavenly wisdom, could 
have twitched the gaudy cui-tain aside for a 
moment and shown us other things than these ; 
who could have assui-ed us that we all, how- 
ever stupid aud dreary and awkward and 
indolent, however vexed with low dreams 
and ugly temptations, yet had our share aud 
place in the rich inheritance of life; aud that 
even if it was to be all a record of dull failure, 
commonplace sinfulness, cheered by no joyful 
triumph, no friendly smile — yet if we fought 
the fault and did the dull task faithfully, and 
desired to be but a little better, a little 
stronger, a little more unselfish, that the pil- 
grimage with ail its sandy tracts and terrify- 
ing epeotres would not be traversed in vain ; and 
then I think we might have been brought to- 
gether with a sense of sweeter and truer unity, 
aud might have thought of life as a thing to 
be shared, aud joy as a thing to be lavished, 
and not have rather conceived of the world as 
a. place full of flue things, of which we were all 
to gather sedulously a« many as we could 
grasp and retain. 
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Or even if the good Bishop had taken a 
simpler line and told the boys some old story, 
like the story of Polyorates of Samos> I should 
have been more comfortable. Polycrates was 
the tyrant with whom everything went well 
that he set his hand to, so that to avoid the 
punishment of undue prosperity he threw his 
great signet-ring into the sea; but when he was 
served a day or two later with a slice of fish 
at his banquet, there was the ring sticking 
in its ribs. The Bishop might have said that 
this should teach us not to try and seize all 
the good things we could, and that the reason 
of it was not, as the old Greeks thought, that 
the gods envied the prosperity of mortals^ but 
that our prosperity was often dashed very 
wisely and tenderly from our lips, because one 
of the worst foes that a man can have, one of 
the most blinding and bewildering of faults, 
is the sense of self-sufficiency and security. 
That would not have spoilt the pleasure of 
those brisk boys, but would have given them 
something wholesome to take away and 
think about, like the prophet's roll that 
was sweet in the mouth and bitter in the 
belly. 
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^^" It may be thought that I have thus dilated 
on the Bishop's address for the sole purpose 
of showing what a much better address I oonld 
have made. That is not the t^ase at all. I 
could not have done the thing at all to start 
with, and, given both the nerve and the pres- 
ence and the practice of the man, I could not 
have done it a quarter as well, because he was 
in tune with his audience and I should not 
have been. That was to me part of the trag- 
edy. The Bishop's voice fell heavily and 
steadily, like a stream of water from a great 
iron pipe that fills a reservoir. The audience, 
too, were all in the most elementary mood. 
Boys of course frankly desire success without 
any disguise. And parents lees frankly but 
no less hungrily, in an almost tigerish way, 
desire it for their children. The intensity of 
belief felt by a parent in a stupid or even vi- 
cious boy would be one of the most pathetic 
things I know, if it were not also one of the 
primal forces of the world, 
^^H And thus the tide being high the Bishop 
^^wrent into harbour at the top of the flood. I 
don't even complain of the nature of the ad- 
dress; it was frankly worldly, such as might 
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have been given by a Saddnoee in the time of 
Christ. But the interesting thing about it 
was that most of the people present believed 
it to be an ethical and even a religious ad- 
dress. It was the ethio of a professional 
bowler and the religion of a banker. If a boy 
had been for all intents and purposes a pro- 
fessional bowler to the age of twenty-three, and 
a professional banker afterwards, he would 
almost exactly have fulfilled the Bishop's ideal. 
I do not think it is a bad ideal either. I only 
say that it is not an exalted ideal, and it is 
not a Christian ideal. It is the world in dis- 
guise, the wolf in sheep's clothing over again. 
We were taken in. We said to ourselves, 
^'This is an animal certainly clothed as a 
sheep— and we must remember the old pro- 
verb and be careful." But as the Bishop's 
address proceeded, and the fragrant oil fell 
down to the skirts of our clothing, we said, 
"There is certainly a sheep inside." 

Then a choir of strong, rough, boyish voices 
sang an old glee or two — ^''Glorious Apollo" 
and "Hail smiling Morn," and a school song 
about the old place that made some of us bite 
our lips and furtively brush away an unex- 
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pected and inexplicable moisture from our 
eyes, at the thought of the fine fellows we had 
ourselves sat side by side with thirty and 
forty years ago, now scattered to all ends of 
the eai-th, and Home of them gone from the 
here to the everywhere, as the poet saya. And 
then we adjourned to see the School Corps in- 
spected — such solemn little soldiers, marching 
past in their serviceable uniforms, the line 
rising and falling with the inequalities of the 
ground, and bowing out a good deal in the 
centre, at the very moment that the good-na- 
tnred old Colonel was careful to look the other 
way. Then there waa a leisurely game of 
criuket, with a lot of very old boys playing 
with really amazing agility; and then I fell 
in with an old acquaintance, and we strolled 
about together, and got a friendly master to 
show us over the schoolrooms and one of the 
houses, and admired the excellent arrange- 
ments, and peeped into some studies crowded 
with pleasant boyish litter, and talked to some 
of the boys with an attempt at light juvenility, 
and enjoyed ourselves in a thoroughly absurd 
and leisurely fashion. And then I was left 
alone, and walking about, abandoned myself 
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to flentiment pure and simple; it was bard to 
analyse that feeling which was stirred by the 
eight of all those fresh-faced boys, flowing like 
a Btream through the old buildings, and just 
leaving their own little mark, for good or evil, 
on the place — a jminted name on an Honours 
board, initials cut in desk or panel, a memory 
or two, how soon to grow dim in the minds 
of the new generation, who would be so full 
of themaelTes and of the present, turning the 
sweet-scented manuscript of youth with such 
eager fingers, that they could give but little 
thought to the future and none at all to the 
past. And then one remembered, with a curi- 
ous sense of wistful pain, how rapidly the 
cards of life were being dealt out to one, and 
how long it was since one had played the card 
of youth so heedlessly and joyfully away ; that 
at least could not return. And then there 
came the thought of all the hope and love that 
centred upon these children, and all the pos- 
sibilities which lay before them. And I began 
to think of my own contemporaries and of 
how little on the whole they had done ; it was 
not fair perhaps to say that most of them 
had made a mess of their lives, because they 
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\vere honest, honourable citiaena many of 
them. It was not the poor thing called suc- 
ceBB that I was thinking of, but a sort of 
bigh-hearted and generous dealing with life, 
making the most of one's faculties and quali- 
ties, diffusing a glow of love and enthu- 
Biasm and brave zeat about one — how few of 
ns had done that! We had grown indolent 
and money-loving and commonplace. Some of 
those we looked to to redeem and glorify the 
world had failed moat miserably, through un- 
checked faults of temperament. Some had 
declined with a sort of unambitious comfort; 
Bome had fallen into the trough of Toryism, 
and spent their time in holding fast to conven- 
tional and established things; one or two had 
flown like Icarus so near the sun that their 
waxen wings had failed them; and yet some 
of US had missed greatness by so little. Was 
it to be always so? Was H always to be a 
battle against hopeless odds? Was defeat, 
earlier or later, inevitable? The tamest de- 
feat of all was to lapse smoothly into easy 
conventional ways, to adopt the standards of 
Ibe world, and rake together contentedly and 
riously the straws and dirt of the street. 



2 83 



At Large 



If that was to be the destiny of moat, ' 
were we haunted in youth with the sight of 
that clondy, gleaming crown within our reach, 
that sense of romance, that phantom of no- 
blenesB? What was the significance of the 
aspirations that made the heart beat high on 
fresh sunlit mornings, the dim and beautiful 
hopes that came beckoning as we loolied from 
our windows in a sunset hour, with the sky 
fiushlng red behind the old towers, the sense 
of illimitable power, of stainless honour, that 
oame so bravely, when the organ bore the 
voices aloft in the lighted chapel at evensong? 
Was all that not a real inspiration at all, but 
a mere accident of boyish vigour? No, it was 
not a delusion — that was life as it was meant 
to be lived, and the best victory was to keep 
that hope alive in the heart amid a hundred 
failures, a thousand cares. 

As I walked thus full of fancies, the boys 
singly or in groups kept passing me, smiling, 
fnll of delighted excitement and chatter, all 
intent on themselves and their companions. 
I heard scraps of their talk, inconsequent 
names, accompanied with downright praise e 
blame, unintelligible exploits, happy i 
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How odd it is to note that when we Anglo- 
SaxonB are at our happiest and most cheerful, 
we expend so much of our steam in frank de- 
rision of each other ! Yet though I can hardly 
remember a Biogle conversation of my school 
dayB, the thought of my friendships and alli- 
ances is all gilt with a sense of delightful 
eagerness. Now that I am a writer of books, 
it matters even more how I say a thing than 
what I say. But then it was the other way. 
It was what we felt that mattered, and talt was 
but the sparkling outflow of trivial thought. 
What heroes we made of sturdy, unemphatic 
boys, how we repeated each other's jokes, 
what merciless critics we were of each other, 
how little allowance we made for weakness or 
oddity, how easily we condoned all faults in 
one who was good-humoured and strong! 
How the little web of intrigue and gossip, of 
likes and dislikes, wove and unwove itself! 
What hopeless Tories we were! How we stood 
upon onr rights and privileges! I hare few 
lUnfiioDB as to the innocence or the justice or 
■Hie generosity of boyhood; what boys really 
admire are grace and effectivenesa and readi- 
BSBB. And yet, looking back, one has parted 
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with Bomething, a sort of zest and intensity 
that one would fain have retained. I felt that 
I would have given much to be able to have 
communicated a few of the hard lessons of 
experience that I have learnt by my errors and 
mistakes, to these jolly youngsters; but there 
again comes in the pathos of boyhood, that one 
can make no one a present of experience, and 
that virtue cannot be communicated, or it 
ceases to be virtue. They were bound, all 
those ingenuous creatures, to make their own 
blunders, and one could not save them a single 
one, for all one's hankering to help. That 
is of course the secret, that we are here for 
the sake of experience, and not for the sake 
of easy happiness. Yet one would keep the 
hearts of these boys pure and untarnished and 
strong, if one could, though even as one 
walked among them one could see faces on 
which temptation and sin had already written 
itself in legible signs. 

The cricket drew to an end; the shadows 
began to lengthen on the turf. The mimio 
warriors were disbanded. The tea-tlables 
made their appearance under the elms, where 
one was welcomed and waited upon by cheer- 
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fnl matrons and neat maid-serrants, and de- 
lightfully zealous and inefficient boys. One 
had but to express a preference to have half- 
a-dozen plates pressed upon one by smiling 
Ganymedes. If schools cannot alter char- 
acter, they certainly can communicate to our 
cheerful English boys the moat delightful 
manners in the world, so unembarrassed, cour- 
teous, easy, graceful, without the least touch 
of exaggeration or self-consciousness. I sup- 
pose one has insular prejudices, for we are cer- 
tainly not looked upon as models of courtesy 
or consideration by our Continental neigh- 
bours. I suppose we reserve our best for our- 
selves. I expressed a wish to look at some 
of the new buildings, and a young gentleman 
of prepossessing exterior became my unaf- 
fected cicerone. He was not one who dealt 
in adjectives; his highest epithet of praise 
was " pretty decent," but one detected an 
honest and unquestioning pride in the place 
for all that. 

Perhaps the best point of all abont these 
schools of ours, is that the aspect of Ihe place 
and the tone of the dwellers in it does not 
vary appreciably on days of festival and on 
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working days. The beauty of it is a little 
fot'usBed and smartened, but that is all. There 
is no covering up of defiijioudes or hiding de- 
solation out of eight. If one goes down to a 
publio-school on an ordinary day, one finds 
the same brave life, the same unembarrassed 
courtesy prevailing. There is no sense of be- 
ing taken by surprise; the life is all open to 
inspection on any day and at any hour. We 
do not reserve ourselves for occasions in Eng- 
land. The meat outs wholesomely and pleas- 
antly wherever it is sampled. 

The disadvantage of this is that we are mis- 
judged by foreigners because we are seen, not 
at our best, but as we are. We do not feel 
the need of recommending ourselves to the 
favourable consideration of others; not that 
that is a virtue, it is rather the shadow of 
oomplaoency and patriotism. 

But at last a feeling begins to arise in the 
minds both of hosts and guests that the play 
is played out for the day, that the little fes- 
tivity is over. On the part of our hosts that 
feeling manifests itself in a tendency to press 
departing guests to stay a little longer. An 
old acquaintance of mine, a shy man, once 
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gave a large garden-party and had a band to 
play. He did his best for a time and times 
and halfatime; but at last Ue began to feel 
tbat the strain was becoming intolerable. 
With desperate ingenuity he sought out the 
band-master, told him to leave out the rest of 
the programme, and play " God Save the 
King," — the result being a fnrious exodus of 
his gnests. Today no such device is needed. 
We melt away, leaving our kind entertainers 
to the pleasant weariness that comes of sus- 
tained geniality, and to the sense that three 
hundred and sixty-four days have to elapae 
before the next similar festival. 

And, for myself, I carry away with me a 
gracious memory of a day thrilled by a variety 
of convicting and profound emotions; and if 
I feel that perhaps life would be both easier 
and simpler, if we could throw off a little more 
of our conventional panoply of thought, could 
face our problems with a little more candour 
and directness, yet I have had a glimpse of a 
community living an eager, full, vigorous life, 
guarded by sufficient discipline to keep the 
members of it wholesomely and honourably 
obedient, and yet conceding as much personal 
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liberty of thought aod action as the general 
interest of the body can admit. I have seen a 
place full of high possibilitieB and hopes, be- 
stowing a treasure of bright memories of work, 
of play, of friendship, npou the majority of 
its members, and upholding a Spartan ideal 
of personal subordination to the common 
weal, nn ideal not enforced by law so macti 
as sustained by honour, an institution wtieh, 
if it does not encourage originality, is yet a 
sound reflection of national tendencies, and 
one in whii^h the men who work it devote 
themselves unaffectedly and ungrudgingly to 
the interests of the place, without sentiment 
perhaps, but without ostentation or priggish- 
ness. A place indeed to which one would 
wish perhaps to add a certain intellectual 
stimulus, a mental liberty, yet from which 
there is little that one would desire to take 
away. For if one would like to see our schools 
strengthened, amplified, and expanded, yet one 
would wish the process to continue on the 
existing lines, and not on a different method. 
So, in our zeal for cultivating the further 
hope, let us who would fain see a purer stand- — 
ard of morals, a more vigorous intellectual^^ 
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life prevail in our schools^ not overlook the 
marvellous progress that is daily and hourly 
being made, and keep the taint of fretful in- 
gratitude out of our designs; and meanwhile 
let usy in the spirit of the old Psalm, wish 
Jerusalem prosperity "for our brethren and 
companions' sakes.'' 
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I HAD two literary men etayiag with me a 
* week ago, both of them accomplished 
writers, and interested in their art, not pro- 
fessionally and technically only, but ardently 
and enthoaiastically. I here label them re- 
speotively Musgrave and Herries. Musgrare 
is a veteran writer, a man of fifty, who makes 
a considerable income by writing, and bus 
encceeded in many departments — biography, 
criticism, poetry, essay-writing; he lacks, how- 
ever, the creative and imaginative gift; hia 
observation is acute, and hiB humonr consid- 
able; bat he cannot infer and deduce; he 
oanaot carry a Bituation further than he can 
see it. Herries on the other hand ia a much 
younger man, with an interest in hnman be- 
ings that is emotional rather than epectaon- 
lar; while Musgrave is interested mainly in 
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tlie present, Herries lives in the past or 
future. MuBgrave sees what people do and 
how thej behave, while Herriea is for ever 
thinking how they must have behaved to 
produce their present conditions, or how they 
would be likely to act under different condi- 
tions. Musgrave's one object is to discover 
what he calls the truth; Herriee thrives and 
battens upon illusions. Muagrave is fond of 
the details of life, loves food and drink, con- 
viviality and social engagements, new people 
and unfamiliar places — Herries is quite in- 
different to the garniture of life, lives in great 
personal discomfort, dislikes mi:ted assemblies 
and chatter, and has a fastidious dislike of the 
present, whatever it is, from a sense that 
possibilities are so much richer than perform- 
ances. Musgrave admits that he has been 
more successful as a writer than he deserves; 
Herries ia likely, I think, to disappoint the 
hopes of his friends, and will not do justice 
to his extraordinary gifts, from a certain 
dreaminess and lack of vitality. Musgrave 
loves the act of writing, and is always full to 
the brim of matter. Herries dislikes com- 
position, and is yet drawn to it by a sense of 
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fearful responsibility. Neither has, fortu- 
nately, tlie least artistic jealousy, Herriea re- 
gards a man like Musgrave with a sort o^^ 

incrednlous stupefaction, as a stream of inex 

plicable volume. Herries has to Musgrave al^K^ 
the interest of a very delicate and beautifnK- 1 
type, whose fastidiousness he can almost envy- ~~- 
Ab a rule, literary men will not discuss theii^^D' 
art among themselves ; they have generallj^^e? 
arrived at a sort of method of their own, whiclc^* 
may not be ideal, bnt which is the best practi ^■ 
cal solution for themselves, and they wouli^^S 
rather not be disquieted about it; literary"^^ 
talk, too, tends to partake of the nature o^t:J 
shop, and busy men, as a rule, like to talk th^^^ 
shop of their recreations rather than the shop^^ 
of their employment. But Musgrave will dis — * 
cuss anything; and as for Herries, writing i^^^ 
not an oeoupatiou so much as a divine vooa- — "-" 
tion which he regards with a holy awe. 

The discussion began at dinner, and I was^^^ 

amnsed to see how it affected the two men.- 

Musgrave, by an incredible mental agility, con— — 
trived to continue to take a critical intereatr^^ 
in the meal and the argument at the 
time; Herries thrust away an unSnished plate 




Literary Finish 293 

refused what was offered to him, pushed hie 
glasses about as if they were chesamen, filled 
the nearest with water at intervals — he is a 
rigid teetotaller — and drank out of them al- 
ternately with an abstracted air. 

The point was the question of literary fin- 
ish, and the degree to whi<'li it can or ought 
to be practised. Herries is of the school of 
Flaubert, and holds that there may be several 
ways of saying a thing, but only one best 
way, and that it is alike the duty and the 
goal of the writer to find that way. This he 
enunciated with some firmness. 

" NOj" said Musgrave, " I think that is only 
a theory, and breaks down, as all theories do, 
when it is put in practice: look at all the 
really big writers: look at Shakespeare — to 
me hiB work gives the impression of being both 
hasty and uncorrected. If he says a thing in 
one way, and while he is doing it thinks of a 
more telling form of expression, he doesn't 
erase the first statement ; he merely says it over 
again more effectively. He is full of lapses 
and inappropriate passages — and it is that 
very thing which gives him such an air of 
reality." 
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" Wel], there is a good deal in that," said 
Herriea, " but I do not see how you are going 
to prove tliat it is not deliberate. Shakeapeare 
wrote like that in his plays, breathlessly and 
eagerly, because that was the aim he had in 
view; if he makea one of Lis i>eople aaj a 
thing tamely, and then more pointedly, it is 
because it is exactly what people do in real 
life, and Shakespeare was thinking with their 
mind for the time being. He is behind the 
person he has made, moving his arms, looking 
through his eyes, breathing through his 
mouth; and just as life itself is hurried and 
inconsequent, so the perfection of art is, not 
to be hurried and inconsequent, but to give 
one the impression of being so. I don't be- 
lieve he left his work uncorrected out of mere 
impatience. Look at the way he wrote when 
he was writing in a different manner — look at 
the Sonneta, for instance — there is plenty of 
calculated art there ! " 

" Yes," I said, *' there is art there, but I don't 
think it is very deliberate art. I don't be- 
lieve they were written slowly. Of course one 
can hardly be breathless in a sonnet. The 
rhymes are all stretched across the ground, like 
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iVires, aod one has to pick one's way among 
them." 

" Well, take another instance," said Mns- 
grave. " Look at Scott, He speaks himBelf 
of Lis ' hurried frankness of execution.' His 
proof-sheets are the most extraordinary things, 
full of impossible sentences, lapses of gram- 
mar, and so forth. He did not do much 
correcting himself, but I believe I am right 
in saying that his publishers did, and spent 
hours in reducing the chaos to order." 

" Oh, of course I don't deny," said Herries, 
" that volume and vitality are what matters 
most. Scott's imagination was at once prodi- 
gious and profouod. He seems to me to have 
said to his creations, ' Let the young men now 
arise and play before us.' But I don't think 
his art was the better fop his carelessness. 
Great and noble as the result was, I think it 
would have been greater if he had taken more 
pains. Of course one regards men of genius 
like Scott and Shakespeare with a kind of 
terror — one can forgive them anything; but 
it is because they do by a sort of prodigal in- 
stinct what most people have to do by painful 
effort. If one's imagination has the poignant 
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rlglLtoess of Soott'e or Bbakespeare's, 
hurried work is better than most people'^ 
finished work. But people of leseer force and 
power, if they get their stitches wrong, havea 
to unpick them and do it all over again. 
Sometimes I have an uneasy sense, when I am 
writing, that my characters are feeling as it 
their clothes do not fit. Then they have to 
be undressed, so to speak, that one may see 
where the garments gall them. Now, take a 
book like Madame Bovary, painfully and 
laboriously constructed — it seems obvious 
enough, yet the more one reads it the more one 
becomes aware how every stroke and detail 
tells. What almost appals me about that 
book is the way in which the end is foreseen 
in the beginning, the way in which Flaubert 
seems to have carried the whole thing in his 
head all the time, to have known exactly where 
he was going and how fast he was going. 

" That is perfectly true," I said, 
take an instance of another of Flaabei 
books, Bouvard ct Pecuchet, where the 
method is pursued with what I can only call 
deplorable results. Every detail is perfect of 
its kind. The two grotesque creatures tal 
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np one parsuit after another, agricnlture, 
education, antiquities, horticulture, distilling 
perfumes, making jam. In each they make 
exactly the absurd mistakes that such people 
would have made; bot one loses all sense of 
reality, because one feela that they would not 
hare taken up so many things; it is only a 
collection of typical absurdities. Given the 
men and the particular pursuit, it is all 
natural enough, but one wearies of the same 
process being applied an impossible number of 
times, just as Flaubert was often so intoler- 
able in real life, because he ran a joke to 
death, and never knew when to put it down. 
The result in Bouvard et Pecuchet is a lack 
of proportion and subordination. It is like 
one of the early Pre-Raphaelite pictures, in 
which every detail is painted with minute per- 
fection. It was all there, no doubt, and it was 
all exactly like that; but that is not how the 
human eye apprehends a scene. The human 
mind takes a central point, and groups the 
accessories round it. In art, I think every- 
thing depends upon centralisation. Two lov- 
ers part, and the birds' faint chirp from the 
leafless tree, the smouldering rim of the Hunset 
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over misty fields, are true and symbolical parte 
of the scene; but if you deal in botany anA- 
ornithology and meteorology at such a mo- 
ment, you cloud and dim the central point 

yon digress when you ought only to emphaBiBe—^ 

" Oh yes," said Herries with a sigh, " tha^^* 
is all right enough — it all depends upon pro — * 
portion; and the worst of all these discussion^^^ 
on points of art is that each person has to flntK — 1 
his own standard — one can't accept other peo — •* 
pie's standards. To me Bouvard et Peouchet^^^ 

is a piece of almost flawless art — it is there 

it lives and bi'eathes. I don't like it all, o^^^^ 
conrae, but I don't doubt that it happened so— ^• 
There must be an absolute rightnesa behin(^E^ 
all supreme writing. Art must have laws a»^*^ 
real and immutable and elaborate as those ot*- ^ 
science and metaphysics and religion — that is^^'* 
the central article of my creed." 

" But the worst of that theory is," I said, .^ •' 
" that one lays down canons of taste, which -*^ 
are very neat and pretty ; and then there ^^ 
comes some new writer of genius, knocks all * - 
the old canons into fragments, and establishes ^^*^ 
a new law. Canons of art seem to me some — ^' 
times nothing more than classifications of th^L-^ 
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way that genius works. I find it very hard to 
believe that there is a pattern, so to speak, 
for the snuffers and the candlesticks, revealed 
to Moses in the mount. It was Moses' idea 
of a pair of snuffers, when all is said." 

"I entirely agree," said Musgrave; "the 
only ultimate basis of all criticism is, ' I like 
it because I like it' — and the connoisseurs of 
any age are merely the people who have the 
faculty of agreeing, I won't say with the ma- 
jority, but with the majority of competent 
critics." 

" No, no," said Herries, raising his mourn- 
ful eyes to Musgrave's face, " don't talk like 
that ! You take my faith away from me. 
Surely there must be some central canon of 
morality in art, just as there is in ethics. 
For instance, in ethics, is it conceivable that 
cruelty might become right, if only enough 
people thought it was right? Is there no ab- 
solute principle at all? In art, what about 
the great pictnres and the great poems, which 
have approved themselves to the best minds 
in generation after generation? Their right- 
nesB and their beauty are only attested by 
critics, they are surely not created by them? 
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My view is that there is an absolute law of 
beauty, and that we grow nearer to it by 
slow degrees. Sometimes, as with the Greeks, 
people got very near to it indeed. Is it con- 
ceivable, for instance, that men could ever 
come to regard the Venus of Milo as ugly?*' 

"Why, yes," said Musgrave, laughing, "I 
suppose that if humanity developed on differ- 
ent lines, and a new type of beauty became 
desirable, we might come to look upon the 
Venus of Milo as a barbarous and savage kind 
of object, a dreadful parody of what we had 
become, like a female chimpanzee. To a male 
chimpanzee, the wrinkled brow, the long 
upper lip, the deeply indented lines from nose 
to mouth, of a female chimpanzee in the prime 
of adolescence, is, I suppose, almost intoler- 
ably dazzling and adorable — ^beauty can only 
be a relative thing, when all is said." 

"We are drifting away from our point," I 
said. " The question really is whether, as art 
expands, the principles become fewer or more 
numerous. My own belief is that the princi- 
ples do become fewer, but the varieties of 
expression more numerous. Keats tried to 
sum it up by saying, * Beauty is Truth, Truth 
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Beauty ; ' but it is not a successful maxim, 
bei^auae, as a peevish philosopher said, 'Why 
in that case hare two words for the same 
thing?'" 

" But it is true, in a sense, for all that," said 
Herries. " What we have learnt is that the 
subject is of very little importance in art — 
it is the expression that matters. Genre 
pictures, plots of novels, incidents of plays — 
they are all rather elementary things. 
Flaubert looked forward to a time in art when 
there should be no subjects at all, when art 
should aspire to the condition of music, and 
express the intangible." 

" I confess," said Musgrave, laughing, 
" that that statement conveys nothing to me. 
A painter, on that line, would depict nothing, 
but simply produce a sort of harmony of 
colour. A picture would become simply a 
texture of colour-vibrations. My own view is 
rather that it is a question of accnrate ob- 
servation, followed by an extreme delicacy 
and suggestivenesB of expression. Borne peo- 
ple wonid say that it was all a question of 
reality ; and that the point is that the writer 
shall suggest a reality to his reader, even 
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though the picture he evoked in the reader's 
mind was not the same as the picture in his 
own mind — but that is to me pure symbolism." 

"Exactly," said Herries, "and the more 
symbolical that art becomes, the purer it be- 
comes — that is precisely what I am aiming at/' 

" Well," I said, " that gives me an oppor- 
tunity of making a confession. I have never 
really been able to understand what technical 
symbolism in art is. A symbol in the plain 
sense is something which recalls or suggests 
to you something else; and thus the whole of 
art is pure symbolism. The flick of colour 
gives you a distant woodland, the phrase gives 
you a scene or an emotion. Five printed 
words upon a page makes one suffer or re- 
joice imaginatively; and my idea of the most 
perfect art is not the art which gives one a 
sense of laborious finish, but the art in which 
you never think of the finish at all, but only 
of the thing described. The end of effort is 
to conceal effort, as the old adage says. 
Some people, I suppose, attain it through a 
series of misses; but the best art of all goes 
straight to the heart of the thing." 

"Yes," said Musgrave, "my own feeling is 
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that the mistake ie to consider it can only be 
done in one way. Each person has his own 
way ; but I agree in thinliing that the best art 
is the most effortless." 

" From the point of view of the onlooker, 

perhaps," said Herries, " but not from the 

point of view of the craftsman. The pleasure 

of art, for the craftsman, is to see what the 

difficulty was, and to discern how the artist 

triumphed over it. Think of the delightful 

individual roughness of old work as opposed 

to modern machine-made things. There is an 

appropriate irregularity, according to the 

medium employed. The workmanship of a 

gem is not the same as that of a building; the 

essence of the gem is to be flawless ; but in the 

building there is a pleasure in the tool-dints, 

like the pleasure of the rake-marks on the 

gravel path. Of course music must he flawless 

too — firm, resolute, inevitable, because the 

medium demands it; but in a big picture — 

, yh y, the other day I saw a great oil-painting, 

^^L piece of art— I came upon it in the 

^^^^^ , by a side door close upon it. The 

^^^^^H^d was a great tangled mass of raw 

^^^^^^^Bn, more like coloured rags patched 
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together tbao paint; but a few paces off, the 
whole melted into a great river-valley, with 
deep water-meadowB of fiummer grass and big 
clumps of trees. That is the perfect com- 
bination. The man knew exactly what he 
wanted — he got his efifect — the Btruoture was 
complete, and yet there was the added plea- 
sure of seeing how he achieved it. That is the 
kind of finish I desire." 

" Yes, of course," said Musgrave, " we should 
all agree about that; but my feeling would be 
that the way to do it is for the artist to fill 
himself to the brim with the subject, and to 
let it burst out. I do not at all believe in the 
painful pinchiug and pulling together of a 
particular bit of work. That sort of process 
ii excellent practice, but it seems to me like 
the receipt in one of Edwin Lear's Nonsense 
Books for making some noisome dish, into 
which all sorts of ingredients of a loathsome 
kind were to be pnt; and the directions end 
with the words : ' Serve up in a cloth, and 
throw all out of the window as soon as pos- 
sible,' It is an excellent thing to take all the 
trouble, if you tlirow it away when it ia 
done; yon will do your next piece of real work 
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all the better ; but for a piece of work to have 
the beat kind of vitality, it must flow, I be- 
lieve, easily and sweetly from the teeming 
mind. Take such a book as Newman's Apolo- 
gia, written in a few weeks, a piece of per- 
fect art — but then it was written in tears." 

" But on the other hand," said I, " look at 
Ariosto'e Orlando; it took ten years to write 
and sixteen more to correct— and there is not 
a forced or a languid line in the whole of it," 

" Yes," said Musgrave, " it is true, of course, 
that people must do things in their own way. 
But, on the whole, the best work is done in 
speed and glow, and derives from that swift 
handling a unity, a curve, that nothing else 
can give. What matters is to have a clear 
sense of structure, and that, at all events, 
cannot be secured by poky and fretful treat- 
meat. That is where intellectual grasp comes 
in. But, even so, it all depends upon what 
one likes, and I confess that I like large 
handling better than perfection of detail." 

" I believe," I said, " that we really all 
agree. We all believe in largeness and vital- 
ity as the essential qualities. But in the lesser 
kinds of art there is a delicacy and a perfeo- 
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tion which are appropriate. An attention to 
minutisB whioh the graving of a gem or the 
making of a sonnet demands is out of place 
in a cathedral or an epic. We none of ns 
would approve of hasty, slovenly, clumsy 
work anywhere; all that is to be demanded 
is .'that such irregularity as can be detected 
should not be inappropriate irregularity. 
What we disagree about is only the precise 
amount of finish which is appropriate to the 
particular work, Musgrave would hold, in 
the case of Flaubert, that he was, in his 
novels, trying to give to the cathedral the 
finish of the gem, and polishing a colossal 
statue as though it were a tiny statuette." 

" Yes," said Herries mournfully, " I sup- 
pose that is right; though when I read of 
Flaubert spending hours of torture in the 
search for a single epithet, I do not feel that 
the sacrifice was made in vain if only the re- 
sult was achieved." 

"But I," said Musgrave, "grudge the time 
so spent. I would rather have more less-fin- 
ished work than little exquisite work — though 
I suppose that we shall come to the latter 
sometime, when the treasures of art have ac^ 
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oomxilated even more hopelessly than now, 
and when nothing but perfect work will have 
a chance of recognition. Then perhaps a man 
will spend thirty years in .writing a short 
story, and twenty more in polishing it! But 
at present there is much that is unsaid which 
may well be said, and I confess that I do not 
Uanker after this careful and troubled work. 
It reminds me of the terrible story of the 
Chinaman who spent fifty years in painting 
a vase which cracked in the furnace. It seems 
to me like the worst kind of waste." 

" And I, on the other hand," said Herries 
gravely, " think that such a life is almost as 
noble a one as I can well conceive." 

His words sounded to me like a bind of pon- 
tifical blessing pronounced at the end of a 
liturgical service; and, dinner now being over, 
we adjourned to the library. Then Musgrave 
entertained us with an account of a squabble 
he had lately had with a certain editor, who 
had commissioned him to write a set of pa- 
pers on literary subjects, and then had ob- 
jected to his treatment. Musgrave had 
trailed his coat before the unhappy man, laid 
traps for him by dint of asking him Ingenuous 
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qoestiona, had written an article elabotatdy 
constructed to parody derisively the editor's 
point of vieWj had meekly Hubmitted it as one 
of the series, and tlien, when the harried 
wretch agaia objectedj had confronted him with 
illustrative extracts from his own letters. It 
was a mirthful if not a wholly good-natured 
Ijerformance, Herriee had listened with ilt- 
coneealed disgust, and excused himself at the 
end of the recital on the plea of work. 

As the door closed behind him, Muagrave 
said with a wink : " I am afraid my story has 
rather disgusted our young transcendentaliBt 
He has no pleasure in a wholesome row; he 
thinks the whole thing vulgar — and I belieTC 
he is probably right; but I can't live on his 
level, though I am sure it is very fine and all 
that." 

" But what do you really tbiuk of Uis 
work?" I said. "It is very promising, isn't 
it?" 

" Yes," said Musgrave reflectively, " that is 
just what it is — he has got a really fine lit- 
erary gift; but he is too uncompromising. 
Idealism in art is a denoed £ine thing, and 
every now and then there comes a man who 
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oaD keep it up, and oan afford to do so. But 
what Heri'iea does not understand is that 
there are two sides to art — the theory and the 
practice, Jt is just the same with a lot of 
things — education, for instance, and religion. 
But the danger is that the theorists become 
pedantic. They get entirely absorbed in 
questions of form, and the plain truth is that 
however good your form is, yon have got to 
get hold of your matter too. The point after 
all is the application of art to life, and you 
have got to condescend. Things of which the 
ultimate end is to affect human beings must 
take human beings into account. If you aim 
at appealing only to other craftsmen, it be- 
comes an erudite business: you become like a 
carpenter who makes things which are of no 
use except to win the admiration of other car- 
penters. Of course it may be worth doing if 
you are content with indicating a treatment 
which other people can apply and popularise. 
But if you isolate art into a theory which has 
no application to life, you are a savant and 
not an artist. You can't be an artist without 
being a man, and therefore I hold that hu- 
manity comes first. I don't mean that one 
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need be vulgar. Of couree I am a mere prfr 
fesBional, aud my primary aim is to earn an 
honest Uveliliood. I frankly confess that 1 
don't pose, even to myeelf, as a pnbliu bene- 
factor. But Herries does not care eitlier about 
an income, or about touching other people. 
Of course I should like to raise the standari 
1 should tike to see ordinary people capable of 
perceiving what is good art, and not so wholly 
at the mercy of conventional and melodra' 
matio art. But Herries does not care two- 
pence about that. He is like the Calvinist 
who is sure of his own salvation, has his donbte 
about the minister, and thinks every one else 
irreparably danmed. As I say, it is a loftj 
sort of ideal, but It is not a good sign when 
that sort of thing begins. The best art of the 
world — let us say Homer, Virgil, Dante, 
Shakespeare — was contributed by people who 
probably did not think about it as art at all. 
Fancy Homer going in for questions of form! 
it is always, I believe, a sign of decadence 
when formalism begins. It is just like re- 
ligion, which starts with a teacher who has 
an overwhelming sense of the beauty of ho- 
liness; and then that degenerates into theo- 
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logy. These young men are to art what the 
theologians are to religion. They lose sight 
of the object of the whole thing in codifica- 
tion and definition. My own idea of a great 
artist is a man who flnds beauty so hopelessly 
attractive and desirable that he can't restrain 
his speech. It all has to come out; he cannot 
hold his peace. And then a number of people 
begin to see that it was what they had been 
vaguely admiring and desiring all the time; 
and then a few highly intellectual people think 
that they can analyse It, and produce the same 
effects by applying their analysis. It can't be 
done so; art must have a life of its own." 

" Yes," I said, " I think you are right. 
Herries is ascetic and eremitical — a beautiful 
thing in many ways; but there is no trans- 
mission of life in such art; it is a sterile thing 
after all, a seedless flower." 

" Let us express the vulgar hope," said Mus- 
grave, " that he may fall in love ; that will 
bring him to hie moorings! And now," he 
added, " we will go to the music-room and I 
will see if I cannot tempt the shy bird from 
his roost." And so we did — Musgrave is an 
excellent musician. We flung the windows 
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open; he embarked upon a great Baoh ^Toc- 
cata '^ ; and before many bars were over, our 
idealist crept softly into the room, with an 
air of apologetic forgiyeness. 



A Midsummer Day's Dream 

I SUPPOSE that every one knowa by experi- 
ence how eertain days in one's life hare a 
power of standing out in the memory, even in 
a tract of pleasant days, all lit by a particular 
brightness of joy. One does not always know 
at the time that the day is going to be so 
crowned; but the weeks pass on, and tlie one 
little space of sunlight, between dawn and 
eve, has orbed itself 



" into the perfect star 
Wo saw not, when we moved therein." 

The thing that in my own case most tends to 
produce this "grace of congrulty," as the 
schoolmen say, ia the presence of the right com- 
panion, and it ia no lesB important that he 
should be in the right mood. Sometimes the 
right companion is tiresome when he should he 
gracious, or boisterous when he should be 
313 
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qniet; but when he is in the right mood, he i^ 
like a familiar and sympathetic guide on ^ 
mountain peak. He helps one at the righ-^ 
point; his desire to push on or to stop oour ' 
cides with one's own; he is not a hired assist^' 
ant, but a brotherly comrade. On the day that 
I am thinking of I had just such a companion. 
He was cheerful, accessible, good-humoured. 
He followed when I wanted to lead, he h 
when I was glad to follow. He was nol 
ashamed of being unaffectedly emotional, an< 
he was not vaporous or quixotically sentiment- 
al. He did not want to argue, or to hunt 
idea to death ; and we had the supreme delight:::^ 
of long silences, during which our thoughts led^ 
us to the same point, the truest test that ther^ 
is some subtle electrical affinity at work, mov- 
ing viewlessly between heart and brain. 

What no doubt heightened the pleasure for 
me was that I had been passing through a 
somewhat dreary period. Things had been 
going wrong, had tied themselves into knots. 
Several people whose fortunes had been bound 
up with my own had been acting perversely 
and unreasonably — at least I chose to think 
so. My own work had come to a stands tilL 
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("had pushed on perhaps too fast, and I had 
got into a bare sort of moorland tract of life, 
and eould not discern the path in the heather. 
There did not seem any particular task for me 
to nndertake; the people whom it was my 
business to help, if I could, aeemed unao- 
conntably and aggravatingly prosperous and 
independent. Not only did no one seem to 
want my opinion, but I did not feel that I had 
any opinions worth delivering. Who does not 
know tlie frame of mind? When life seems 
rather an objectless business, and one is 
tempted just to let things slide; when energy 
is depleted, and the springs of hope are low; 
when one feels like the family in one of Mrs. 
Walford's books, who all go out to dinner to- 
gether, and of whom the only fact that ia re- 
lated is that " nobody wanted them." So 
fared it with my soul. 

But that morning, somehow, the delicious 
sense had returned, of its own record, of a 
beautiful quality in common things, I had 
sought it in vain for weeks; it had behaved as 
a cat behaves, the perverse, soft, pretty, in- 
dififerent creature. It had stared blankly at 
my beckoning hand; it had gambolled away 
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into the bnahes when I strove to oaptnre it, 
and looked out at me when I desisted with in- 
nocent grey eyes; and now it had suddenly 
returned uncalled, to caress me as thooghl 
bad been a long-lost friend, diligently and 
anxiously sought for in vain. That moming 
the very scent of breakfast being prepared 
came to my nostrils like the smoke of a sacri- 
fice in my honour; the shape and hue of the 
flowers were full of gracious mystery; the 
green pasture seemed a place where a middle- 
aged man might almost venture to dance. The 
sharp chirping of the birds in the shrubbery 
seemed a concert arranged for my ear. We 
were soon astir. Like Wordsworth we said 
that this one day we would give to idleness, 
though the profane might ask to what that 
leisurely poet consecrated the rest of his days. 
We found ourselves deposited, by a brisk 
train — the very stoker seemed to be engaged 
in the joyful conspiracy — at the little town of 
St. Ives. I should like to expatiate upon the 
charms of St. Ives, its clear, broad, rush- 
fringed river, its quaint brick houses, with 
their little wharf-gardens, where the trailing 
nasturtinm mirrors itself in the slow flood, 
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its embayed bridge, with the ancient chapel 
bnttressed over the stream— but I must hold 
my haod; I must not linger over the beauties 
of the City of Destruction, which I have every 
reason to believe was a very picturesque place, 
when our hearts were set on pilgrimage. Suf- 
fice it to say that we walked along a pretty 
riverside causeway, under enlacing limes, past 
the fine church, under the hanging woods of 
Houghton Hill — and here we found a mill, a 
big, timbered place, with a tiled roof, odd gal- 
leries and projecting pent -houses, all pleas- 
antly dusted with flour, where a great wheel 
turned dripping in a fern-clad cavern of its 
own> with the scent of the weedy river-water 
blown back from the idunging leat. Oh, the 
joyful place of streams! River and leat and 
back-water here ran clear among willow-clad 
islands, all fringed deep with meadow-sweet 
and comfrey and butterbur and melilot. The 
8un shone overhead among big, white, racing 
clouds; the fish poised in mysterious pools 
among trailing water-weeds; and there was 
soon no room in my heart for anything but the 
joy of earth and the beauty of it. What did 
the weary days before and behind matter? 
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What did c 



' and determiDism and fst 



iKaistry 
and the purpose of life concern ua 
friend and me? As little as they concerned 
the gnatB that danced so busilj ia the golden 
light, at the corner where the alder dipped 
her red rootlets to drink the brimming stream. 
There we chartered a boat, and all that hot 
forenoon rowed lazily on, the oars grnnting 
and dripping, the rudder clicking softly 
through avenues of reeds and water-planta, 
from reach to reach, from pool to pool. Here 
we had a glimpse of the wide-watered vall( 
rich in grass, here of silent woods, up-piled 
the distance, over whi('h quivered the hot si 
mer air. Here a herd of cattle stood knee-deep 
in the shallow water, lazily twitching their 
tails and snuffing at the stream. The birds 
were silent now in the glowing noon ; only the 
reeds shivered and bowed. There, beside a 
lock with its big, battered timbers, the water 
poured green and translucent through a half- 
shut sluice. Now and then the springs of 
thought brimmed over in a few quiet 
that came and passed like a breaking bubbh 
but for the most part we were silent, con' 
to coDverse with nod or smile. And bo 
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eame at last to out goal; a house embowered 
in leaves, a churchyard beside the water, and 
a church that seemed to have almost crept to 
the brink to see itself mirrored in the Btream. 
The place mortals call Hemingford Grey, but 
it had a new name fop me that day which I 
cannot even spell — for the perennial difflculty 
that survives a hundred diaenchantments, is to 
feel that a romantic hamlet seen thus on a 
day of pilgrimage, with its clustering roofs 
and chimneys, its waterside lawns, ie a real 
place at all. I suppose that people there live 
dull and simple lives enough, buy and sell, 
gossip and backbite, wed and die; but for the 
pilgrim it seems an enchanted place, where 
there can Ite no care or sorrow, nothing hard, 
or unlovely, or unclean, but a sort of fairy- 
land, where men seem to be living the true and 
beautiful life of the soul, of which we are al- 
ways in search, but which seems to be so 
strangely hidden away. It must have been for 
me and my friend that the wise and kindly 
artist who lives there in a paradise of flowers, 
had filled his trellises with climbing roses, and 
bidden the tall larkspurs raise their azure 
spires in the air. How else had he brought 
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it all to Buch perfection for that golden hour?^ 
Perhaps he did not even gue^ that he bad 
done It all for my sake, which made it bo much 
more gracious a gift. And then we learned 
too from a little red-bound volume wliich I 
had thought before was a guide-book, hut 
which turned out to-day to be a volume of the 
Book of Life, that the whole place was alive 
with the calling of old voices. At the little 
church there across the meadows the portly, 
tender-hearted, generous Charles James Fox 
had wedded his bride. Here, in the pool be- 
low, Cowper's dog had dragged out for him the 
yellow water-lily that he could not reach; and 
in the church itself was a little slab where two 
tiny maidens sleep, the sisters of the famous 
Miss Gunninge, who set all hearts ablaze by 
their beauty, who married dukes and earls, and 
had spent their sweet youth in a little rmned 
manor-house hard by. I wonder whether after 
all the two little girls, who died in the time of 
roses, bad not the better part; and whether the 
great Dnchesa, who showed herself so haughty 
to poor Boswell, when he led his great danc- 
ing Bear through the grim North, did not 
think sometimes in her state of the childish 
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sisters with whom she had played, before they 
came to be laid in the cool chancel beside the 
slow stream. 

And then we sat down for a little on the 
churchyard wall, and watched the water- 
grasses trail and the fish poise. In that sweet 
comer of the churchyard, at a certain season 
of the year, grow white violets; they had 
dropped their blooms long ago; but they were 
jnst as much alive as when they were speak- 
ing aloud to the world with scent and colour; I 
can never think of flowera and trees as not in 
a sense conscious; I believe all life to be con- 
scious of itself, and I am sure that the flower- 
ing time is the happy timte for flowers as much 
aa it is for artists. 

Close to u8 here was a wall, with a big, solid 
Georgian house peeping over, blinking with its 
open windows and sun-blinds on to a smooth, 
shaded lawn, full of green glooms and leafy 
shelters. Why did it all give one such a sense 
of happiness and peace, even though one bad 
no share in it, even though one knew that one 
would be treated as a rude and illegal intruder 
if one atepiied across and used it as one's own? 

This is a dif&Gult thing to analyse. It all 
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lies in the Imaginatioii ; one thinks of a long 
perspective of sunny afternoons, of leisurely 
people sitting out in chairs under the big 
sycamore, reading perhaps, or talking quietly, 
or closing the book to think, the memory re- 
telling some old and pretty tale; and then 
perhaps some graceful girl comes out pf the 
house with a world of hopes and innocent de- 
sires in her wide-open eyes; or a tall and 
limber boy saunters out bare-headed and flan- 
nelled, conscious of life and health, and steps 
down to the punt that lies swinging at its 
chain— one hears it rattle as it is untied and 
flung into the prow; and then the dripping 
pole is plunged and raised, and the punt goes 
gliding away, through zones of glimmering 
light and shadow, to the bathing-pool. All 
that comes into one's mind ; one takes life, and 
subtracts from it all care and anxiety, all the 
shadow of failure and suffering, sees it as it 
might be, and flnds it good. That is the flrst 
element of the charm. And then there comes 
into the picture a further and more reflective 
charm, that which Tennyson called the pas- 
sion of the past; the thought that all this 
beautiful life is slipping away, even as it 
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forms itself, that one cannot stay it for an 
instant, but that the shadow creeps across the 
dial, and the church-clock tells the hours of 
the waning daj. It is a mistake to think that 
such a sense comes of age and experience; it is 
rather the other way, for never is the regretful 
sense of the fleeting quality of things realised 
with greater poignancy than when one is young. 
When one grows older one begins to expect 
a good deal of dissatisfaction and anxiety to 
be mingled with it all ; one finds the old Hora- 
tian maxim becoming true : 

^Vitae summa brevis nos spem vitat inchoare 
longam," 

and one learns to be grateful for the sunny 
hour ; but when one is young, one feels so capa- 
ble of enjoying it all, so impatient of shadow 
and rain, that one cannot bear that the sweet 
wine of life should be diluted. 

That is, I believe, the analysis of the charm 
of such a scene: the possibility of joy, and 
permanence, tinged with the pathos that it has 
no continuance, but rises and falls and fades 
like a ripple in the stream. 

The disillusionment of experience is a very 
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different thing from the pathos of youth; for 
in youth the very sense of pathos is in itself an 
added luxury of joy, giving it a delicate beauty 
which, if it were not so evanescent, it oould 
not possess. 

But then comes the real trouble, the heavy 
anxiety, the illness, the loss; and those things, 
which looked so romantic in the pages of poets 
and the scenes of story-writers, turn out not 
to be romantic at all, but frankly and plainly 
disagreeable and intolerable things. The boy 
who swept down the shining reaches with 
long, deft strokes becomes a man — money runs 
short, his children give him anxiety, his wife 
becomes ailing and fretful, he has a serious 
illness; and when after a day of pain he limps 
out in the afternoon to the shadow of the old 
plane-tree, he must be a very wise and tranquil 
and patient man, if he can still feel to the 
full the sweet influences of the place, and be 
still absorbed and comforted by them. 

And here lies the weakness of the epicurean 
and artistic attitude, that it assorts so ill with 
the harder and grimmer facts of life. Life 
has a habit of twitching away the artistic chair 
with all its cushions from under one, with a 
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rude suddenness, so that one has, if one is wise, 
to learn a mental agility and to avoid the temp- 
tation of drowsing in the land where it is 
aiwajs afternoon. The real attitude is to be 
able to play a robust and manful part in the 
world, and yet to be able to baniah the thonght 
of the bank-book and the ledger from the mind, 

and to submit oneself to the sweet infiueuces 

of summer and sun. 

" He who of such delights can judge, and spare 
To interpose them oft is not unwise." 

So sang the old Puritan poet; and there is a 
large wisdom in the word oft which I have 
abundantly envied, being myself an anxious- 
minded man! 

The solution is balance — not to think that 
the repose of art is all, and yet on the other 
hand not to believe that life is always jog- 
ging and hustling one. The way in which one 
can test one's progress is by considering 
whether activities and tiresome engagements 
are beginning to fret one unduly, for if so one 
is becoming a hedonist; and on the other hand 
by being careful to observe whether one be- 
comes incapable of taking a holiday; if one 
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becomes bored and restlesB and hipped in 8 
cessation of aetirities, then one ia sofferiif 
froto the disease of Martha in the Gospel story', 
and of the two sisters we may remember that 
Martha was the one who incurred a puiilio 
rcbnke, 

What one has to try to perceive ia that lile 
is designed not wholly for discomfort or 
wholly for ease, bat that we are here as learn- 
ers, one and all. Sometimes the lesson cornea 
whispering throngh the leaves of the plane- 
tree, with the scent of violets in the air; 
sometimes it comes in the words and glances 
of a hapiiy circle full of eager talk, sometimea 
through the pages of a wise book, and somt 
times in grim hours, when one tosses sleepleaa 
on one's bed under the pressure of an intoler- 
able thought — ^but in each and every case we 
do best when we receive the lesson as willingly 
and large-heartedly as we can. 

Perhaps, in some of my writings, those who 
have read them have thought that I have un- 
duly emphasised the brighter, sweeter, more 
tranquil side of life. I have done so deliber- 
ately, because I believe that we should follow 
innocent joy as far as we can. But it is not 



A Midsummer Day's Dream 327 

because I am unaware of the other side. I do 
not think that any of the windings of the dark 
wood of which Dante si>eak8 are unknown to 
me, and there are few tracts of dreariuesa that 
I have not trodden reluctantly. I have had 
physical health and mnch seeming prosperity; 
but to be acutely sensitive to the pleasures of 
happiuesB and peace is generally to be mor- 
bidly sensitive to the burden of cares. Un- 
happiness is a subjective thing. As Mrs. 
Gummidge so truly said, when she was re- 
minded that other people had their troubles, 
'• I feel them more." And if I have upheld the 
duty of seeking peace, it has been like a 
preacher who preaches most urgently against 
his own bosom-sins. But I am sure of this, 
that however impatiently one mourns one's 
fault and desires to be different, the secret of 
growth lies in that very sorrow, perhaps in 
the seeming impotence of that sorrow. What 
one must desire iB to learn the truth, however 
much one may shudder at it; and the longer 
that one persists iu one's illusions, the longer 
is one's learning-time. Is it not a bitter com- 
fort to know that the truth is there, and that 
what we believe or do not believe about it 
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makes do difference at all ? Yes, I think H k 
a comfort; at all events upon that foundatii 
alone is it possible to rest. 

How far one drifts in thonght away i 
the sweet scene which growH sweeter eyerj 
hour. The heat of the day is over now; the 
breeze cm-la on the stream, the shadow of t 
tower falls far across the water. My cofl| 
panion rises and smiles, thinking me lost | 
indolent content ; he hardly guesses how far 1 
have been voyaging 

" On strange Beaa of thought alone.' 
Does he guess that as I look back over my I 
pain has so far preponderated over happines 
that I would not, if I could, live it again, and 
that I would not in truth, if I could choose, 
have lived it at all? And yet, even so, I re- 
cognise that I am glad not to have the choice, 
for it would be made in an indolent and timid 
spirit, and I do indeed believe that the end ia 
not jet, and that the hour will assuredly come 
when I shall rejoice to have lived, and see the 
meaning even of my fears. 

And then we retrace our way, and like the_ 
Lady of 6halott step down into the I 



boat, i^^ 
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glide along the darkling water-way in the 
wefltei'ing light. Why cannot I epeak to my 
friend of such dark things aa these? It would 
bo better perhaps if I could, and yet no hand 
can help us to bear our own burden. 

But the dusk comes slowly on, merging reed 
and pasture and gliding stream in one indis- 
tinguishabl* shade; the trees stand out blaok 
against the sunset, thickening to an emerald 
green. A star comes out over the dark hill, 
the lights begin to peep out in the windows of 
the clustering town as we draw nearer. As we 
glide beneath the dark houses, with their 
gables and chimneys dark against the glowing 
sky, how everything that is dull and trivial 
and homely is blotted out by the twilight, leav- 
ing nothing but a sense of romantio beauty, of 
mysterious peace! The little town becomes 
an enohanted city full of heroic folk ; the figure 
that leans silently over the bridge to see ua 
pass, to what high-hearted business is he 
vowed, burgher or angel? A spell is woven of 
shadow and falling light, and of chimes float- 
ing over meadow and stream. Yet this sense 
of something remotely and unutterably beau- 
tiful, this transfiguration of life, is as real 
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and vital an experience as the daily, dreary 
toil, and to be weloomed as such. Nay, more! 
it is better, because it gives one a deepened 
sense of value, of significance, of eternal great- 
ness, to which we must cling as firmly as we 
may, because it is there that the Jinal secret 
lies ; not in the poor struggles, the anxious de- 
lays which are but the incidents of the voyage, 
and not the serene life of haven and home. 



Symbols 



THE present time is an era when intellect- 
ual persons are ashamed of being credu- 
lous. It is the perfectly natural and desirable 
resnlt of the working of the sdentiflc apirit, 
Everything is relentleBsly investigated, the 
enormous structure of natural law is being 
discovered to underlie all the most surprising, 
delicate, and apparently fortuitous processes, 
and no one can venture to forecast where the 
systematisation will end. The result is a great 
iarush of bracing and invigorating candour. 
It is not that our liberty or reflection and ac- 
tion is increased. It ia rather increasingly 
limited. But at least we are growing to dis- 
cern where our boundaries are, and it is deeply 
refreshing to find that the boundaries erected 
by humanity are much closer and more cramp- 
ing than the boundaries determined by God. 
We are no longer bound by human authority, 
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padition. We ' 



by Bnbjective theories, by petty tradition, 
are no longer required to tremble before 
thaumaturgy and conjuring and ocouItiBm. It 
ia true that science has hitherto confined itsell 
mainly to the investigation of concrete pheno- 
mena; but the same process is sure to be 
applied to metapbysice, to sooiology, to 
psychology; and the day will assuredly come 
when the human race will analyse the laws 
which govern progress, which regulate the ex 
act development of religion and morality. 

The demolition of credulity is, as 1 hare 
said, a wholly desirable and beneficial thing. 
Most intelligent people have found some hap- 
piness in learning that the dealings of God 
—that is, the creative and originative power 
behind the universe— are at all events not 
whimsical, however unintelligible they may be. 
No one at all events is now required to recon- 
cile with his religious faith a detailed belief 
in the Mosaic cosmogony, or to accept the fact 
that a Hebrevr prophet was enabled to aummoD 
bears from a wood to tear to pieces some un- 
happy boys who found food for mirth in his 
personal appearance. That is a pure gain. 
But side by side with this entirely wholesome 
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proceas, there are a good many people who 
have thrown overhoard, together with their 
credulity, a quality of a far higher and nobler 
kind, which may be called faith. Men who 
have seen many mysteries explained, and many 
dark riddles solved in nature, have fallen into 
what is called materialism, from the mistaken 
idea that the explanation of material pheno- 
mena will hold good for the discernment of 
abstract phenomena. Yet any one who ap- 
proaches the resnlts of scientiflc investigation 
in a philosophical and a poetical spirit, sees 
clearly enough that nothing has been attempted 
but analysis, and that the mystery which sur- 
rounds us is only thrust a little further oflE, 
while the darkness is as impenetrable and 
profonnd as ever. All that we have learnt is 
how natural law works; we have not come 
near to learning why it works aa it does. All 
we have really acquired is a knowledge that 
the audacious and unsatisfactory theories, 
Buch for instance as the old-fashioned scheme 
of redemption, by which men have attempted 
with a pathetic hopefulness to justify the ways 
of God to man, are, and are bound to be, de- 
spairingly incomplete. The danger of the 
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Roientiflc spirit is not ttat it is too agnostic, 
but that it is not agnostic enough : it professes 
1o account for everjtiiing when it only has a 
very few of the data in its grasp. The ma- 
teriaiiatic philosophy tends to be a ^annj 
which menaces liberty of thought. Every 
one has a right to deduce what theory he can 
from his own experience. The one thing that 
we have no sort of right to do is to enforce 
that theory upon people whose experience doca 
not confirm it We may invite them to act 
upon our aasumptiona, but we must not blame 
them if they end by considering them to be 
baseless. I was talking the other day to an 
ardent Roman Catholic, who described by a 
parable the light in which he viewed the au- 
thority of the Church. He said that it was 
as if he were half-way up a hill, prevented 
from looking over into a hidden valley by the 
slope of the ground. On the hill-top, he said, 
might be supposed to stand people in whose 
good faith and accuracy of vision he had com- 
plete confidence. If they described to him 
what they saw in the valley beyond, he would 
not dream of mistrusting them. But the 
aualogy breaks down at every point, because 
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the essence of it is that every one who reached 
the hill-top would inevitably see the same 
scene. Tet in the case of religion, the hill- 
top is crowded by people, whose good faith is 
equally incontestable, but whose descriptions 
of what lies beyond are at hopeless variance. 
Moreover all alike confess that the impressions 
they derive are outside the possibility of scien- 
tific or intellectual tests, and that it is all a 
matter of inference depending upon a subjec- 
tive consent in the mind of the discerner to 
accept what is incapable of proof. The 
strength of the scientific position is that the 
scientific observer is in the presence of pheno- 
mena confirmed by innumerable investigations, 
and that, up to a certain point, the operation 
of a law has been ascertained, which no rea- 
sonable man has any excuse for doubting. 
Whenever that law confiicts with religious 
assumptions, which in any case cannot be 
proved to be more than subjective assumptions, 
the unverifiable theory must go down before 
the verifiable. Religion may assume, for in- 
stance, that life is an educative process; but 
that theory cannot be considered proved in the 
presence of the fact that many human beings 



3i6 At Large 

close their eyes upon the world before ihey 
are capable of exercisiDg any moral or iutel- 
leotual choice whatever. 

It may prove, upon investigation, that all 
religioua theories and all creeds are nothinf 
more than the desperate and pathetic attempta 
of huiuanity, conscioua of an instinctive horror 
of suffering, and of an inalienable sense of 
their right to happiness, to provide a solution 
for the appalling faot that many human be- 
ings seem created only to suffer and to be nn- 
happy. The mystery is a very dark one; and 
philosophy is still not within reach of ex- 
plaining how it is that a sense of justice should 
be implanted in man by the Power that ap- 
pears so often to violate that conception of 
justice. 

The fact is that the progress of science has 
created an immense demand for the quality of 
faith and hopefulness, by revealing so much 
that is pessimistic in the operation of natural 
law. If we are to live with any measure of 
contentment or tranquillity, we must acquire 
a confidence that God has not, as science 
tends to Indicate, made all men for nought. 
We must, if we can, acquire some sort of hope 
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that it is not in mere wantonness and indif- 
ference that He confronts ns with the neces- 
sity for bearing the things that He has made 
US most to dread. It may be easy enough for 
robust, yigoroua, contented persons to believe 
that God means ua well; but the only solution 
that is worth anything is a solution that shall 
give us courage, patiencre, and even joy, at 
times when everything about us seems to speak 
of cruelty and error and injustice. One of 
the things that has ministered comfort in 
large measure to souls so afflicted is the power 
of tracing a certain beauty and graciousness in 
the phenomena that surround us. Who is 
there who in moments of bewildered sorrow 
has not read a hint of some vast lovingness, 
moving dimly in the background of things, in 
the touch of familiar hands or in the glances 
of dear eyes? Surely, they have said to them- 
selves, if love is the deepest, strongest, and 
most lasting force in the world, the same 
quality must be hidden deepest in the Heart 
of God. This is the unique strength of the 
Christian revelation, the thought of the Father- 
hood of God, and His tender care for all that 
he has made. Again, who is there who in de- 
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presBion and anxiety has not had his load 
somewhat lightened by the sight of the fresh 
grecD of spring foliage against a blue sky, by 
the colour and scent of flowers, by the sweet 
melody of musical chords? The aching spirit 
has said, "They are there — beauty, and peace, 
and joy — if I could but find the way to them." 
Who has not had his fear of death alleviated 
by the happy end of some beloved life, wheu 
the dear one has made as it were, solemn haste 
to be gone, falling gently into slumber? Who 
is there, who, speeding homewards in the sun- 
set, has seen the dusky orange veil of flying 
light drawn softly westward over misty helde, 
where the old house stands up darkling among 
the glimmering pastures, and has not felt the 
presence of some sweet secret waiting for him 
beyond the gates of life, and death? All these 
things are symbols, because the emotions they 
arouse are veritably there, as indisputable a 
phenomenon as any fact which science haa 
analysed. The miserable mistake that many 
intellectual people make is to disregard what 
they would call vague emotions in the pres- 
ence of scientific truth. Yet such emotions 
have a far more intimate concern for us than 
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the dim sociology of bees, or the concentrio 
forcra of the stars. Our emotions are far 
more trne and vivid experiences for ns than 
indisputable laws of nature which never 
cut the line of our life at all. We may wish, 
perhaps, that the laws of such emotions were 
analysed and sjstematised too, for it ia a very 
timid and falfering spirit that thinks that 
deflniteness ia the same as profanation. We 
may depend upon it that the deeper we can 
probe into such secrets, the richer will our 
conceptions of life and God become. 

The mistake that is so often made by relig- 
ious organisations, which depend so largely 
upon symbolism, is the terrible limiting of 
this symbolism to traditional ceremonies and 
venerable ritual. It has been said that re- 
ligion is the only form of poetry accessible to 
the poor ; and it is true in the sense that any- 
thing which hallows and quickens the most 
normal and simple experiences of lives di- 
vorced from intellectual and artistic influences 
ia a very real and true kind of symbolism. It 
may be well to give people such symbolism as 
they can understand, and the best symbols of 
all are those that deal with the commonest 
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emotioDs. But it is a lean wisdom that em- 
phasises a limited range of emotions at the 
expense of a larger range ; and the spirit 
which limits the sacred influences of religion 
to particular buildings and particular ritea ia 
very far removed from the spirit of Him who 
said that neither at Gerizim nor in Jerusalem 
was the Father to be worshipped, but in spirit 
and in truth. At the same time the natural 
impatience of one who discerns a symbolism 
all about him, in tree and flower, in sunshiDC 
and rain, and who hates to see the range re- 
stricted, is a feeling that a wise and tolerant 
man ought to resist. It is ill to break the 
pitcher because the well ia at hand! One does 
not make a narrow soul broader by breaking 
down its boundaries, but by rcTealing the 
beauty of the further horizon. Even the false 
feeling of compassion must be resisted. A 
child is more encouraged by listening patiently 
to its tale of tiny exploits, than by casting 
ridicule upon them. 

But on the other hand it is a wholly false 
timidity for one who has been brought up to 
loye and reverence the narrower range of sym- 
bols, to ohoke and stifle the desires that stir 
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in hie heart for the wider range, out ol defer 
ence to authority and custom. One muat not 
discard a cramping gai-ment until one has a 
freer one to take Its place; but to contintie 
in the confining robe with the larger lying 
ready to one's hand, from a sense of false 
pathos and unreasonable loyalty, is a piece of 
foolishness. 

There are, I believe, hundreds of men and 
women now alive who have outgrown their 
traditional faith, through no fault of their 
own ; but who out of terror at the vague men- 
aces of interested and Pharisaical persons do 
not dare to break away. One must of course 
weigh carefully whether one values comfort 
or liberty most. But what I would say is that 
it is of the essence of a faith to be elastic, to 
be capable of development, to be able to em- 
brace the forward movement of thought. 
Now so far am 1 from wishing to suggest that 
we have outgrown Christianity, that I would 
assert that we have not yet mastered its 
simplest principles. I believe with all my 
soul that it is still able to embrace the most 
daring soientific speculations, for the simple 
I that it is hardly concerned with them 
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conflicts with 



al all. Where religious faith conflicts ^ 
Hcicnre is in the teoacity with which it holda 
to the literal truth of the miraculous occur- 
reuccB related in the Scriptiires. Some ot 
these present no difficulty, some appear to 
be acientitically incredible. Tet these latter 
seem to me to be but the perfectly natural cod- 
tcmfMirary setting of the faith, and not to be 
of the essence of Christianity at all. Miracles, 
whether they are true or not, are at all events 
unveriflable, and no creed that claims to de- 
pend upon the acceptance of unveriflable events 
<!an have any vitality. But the personality, 
the force, the perception of Christ himself 
emerges with absolute distinctness from the 
surrounding details. We may not be in a 
jtosition to cheek exactly what He said and 
what lie did not say, but just as no reasonable 
man can hold that Be was merely an imagi- 
native cont^ption invented by people who ob- 
viously did not understand Him, so the general 
drift of His teaching is absolutely clear and 
oouvinciug. 

Wh«i I wonid have thoee do who can pro- 
fWB themselves sincerely convinced CfaristianB, 
In »pite of the uncertainty of many of the 
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recorded details, is to adopt a simple com- 
promise; to claim their part in tlie inheritance 
of Christ, and the symbols of His mjateries, 
but not to feel themselves bound by any ec- 
clesiastical tradition. No one can forbid, by 
peevish regulations, direct access to the spirit 
of Christ and to the love of God. Christ's 
teaching was a purely individualistic teach- 
ii!g, based upon condnct and emotion, and 
half the difficulties of the position lie in His 
sanction and guidance having been claimed 
for what is only a human attempt to organise 
a society with a due deference for the secular 
spirit, its aims and ambitious. The sincere 
Christian should, I believe, gratefully receive 
the simple and sweet symbols of unity and 
forgiveness ; but he should make his own a far 
higher and wider range of symbols, the sym- 
bols of natural beauty and art and literature 
— all the passionate dreams of peace and emo- 
tion that have thrilled the yearning hearts of 
men. Wherever those emotions have led men 
along selflah, cruel, sensual paths, they must 
be ditrnated, just ae we must distrust the re- 
ligious emotions which have sanctioned snoh 
divergences from the spirit of Christ. We 
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must believe that the esscDce of religion is iff 
make ub alive to the love of God, in whatever 
writing of light and air, of form and fra- 
grance it is revealed; and we must further be- 
lieve that religion ia meant to guide and 
quicken the tender, compassionate, brotherly 
emotions, by which we lean to each other in 
this world where so much is dark. But to 
denounce the narrower forma of religion, or 
to abstain from them, ia utterly alien to the 
spirit of Christ. He obeyed and reverenced 
the law, though He knew that the expanding 
spirit of His own teaching would break it in 
pieces. Of course, since liberty is the spirit 
of the Gospel, a liberty conditioned by the 
sense of equality, there may be occasions 
when a man is bound to resist what appears 
to him to be a moral or an intellectual tyranny. 
But short of that, the only thing of which one 
must beware is a conscious insincerity; and 
the limits of that a man must determine for 
himself. There are occasions when considera- 
tion for the feelings of others seems to con- 
flict with one's own aense of sincerity; but I 
think that one is seldom wrong in preferring 
conaideration for others to the peraonal in- 
dulgence of one's own apparent sincerity. 
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Peace and gentleness always prevail in the 
end over vehemence and violence, and a peace- 
ful revolution brings about happier results for 
a country, as we have good reason to know, 
than 8 revolution of force. Even now the 
narrower religious systems prevail more in 
virtue of the gentleness and goodwill and per- 
suasion of their ministers than through the 
spiritual terrors that they wield — the thun- 
ders are divorced from the lightning. 

Thus may the victories of faith be won, not 
by noise and strife, but by the silent motion of 
a resistless tide. Even now it creeps softly 
over the sand and brims the stagnant pools 
with the freshening and invigorating brine. 

But in the worship of the symbol there is 
one deep danger; and that is that if one rests 
upon it, if one makes one's home in the palace 
of beauty or philosophy or religion, one has 
failed in the quest. It is the pursuit not of 
the unattained but of the unattainable to 
which we are vowed. Nothing but the unat- 
tainable can draw us onward. It is rest that 
is forbidden. We are pilgrims yet ; and if, in- 
toxicated and bemused by beaiity or emotion 
or religion, we make our dwelling there, it is 
as though we slept in the enchanted ground. 
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Knough is giveo us, and no more, to keep bb 
moving forwards. To be satisfied is to slum- 
ber. The melanclioly that follows hard iu 
the footsteps of art, the sadness haunting the 
bravest music, the aching, troubled longing 
that creeps into the mind at the sight of the 
fairest scene, is but the warning presence of 
the guide that travels with us and fears that 
we may linger, Who has not seen across a 
rising ground the gables of the old bouse, the 
church tower, dark among the bare boughs of 
the rookery in a smiling sunset, and bait lost 
himself at the thought of the imiK)Bsiblj beau- 
tiful life that might be lived there? To-day, 
just when the western sun began to tinge the 
floating clouds with purple and gold, I saw by 
the roadside an old labourer, fork on back, 
plodding heavily across a plough-land all 
stippled with lines of growing wheat. Hard 
by a windmill whirled its clattering arms. 
How I longed for something that wonld ren- 
der permanent the scene, sight, and sound 
alika It told me somehow that the end was 
not yet. What did it stand for? I hardly 
know; for life, slow and liaggard witb toil, 
hard-Ton BasteDanoe, all overhung with the 
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I glorieB of waning light, the wet road 
itself catcUng the golden hues of heaveo. A 
little later, passing by the great pauper asy- 
lum that stands up so naked among the bare 
fields, I looked over a hedge, and there, behind 
the engine-house with its heaps of scoriiE and 
rubbish, lay a little trim ugly burial-ground, 
with a dismal mortuary, upon which some pa- 
thetic and tawdry taste had been spent. 
There in rows lay the mouldering bones of the 
failures of life and old sin; not even a head- 
atone over each with a word of hope, nothing 
but a number on a tin tablet. Nothing more 
incredibly sordid could be devised. One thought 
of the Had rite, the melancholy priest, the hand- 
ful of relatives glad at heart that the poor 
broken life was over and the wretched asso- 
ciations at an end. Yet even that sight too 
warned one not to linger, and that the end was 
not yet. Presently, in the gathering twilight, 
I was making my way through the streets of 
the city. The du8k had obliterated all that 
was mean and dreary. Nothing hut the ir- 
regular housefronta stood up against the still 
sky, the lighted windows giving the sense of. 
home and ease. A quiet bell rang for vesi>ers 
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in a church tower, and as I passed I heard an 
organ roll within. It all seemed a sweetly 
framed message to the soul, a symbol of joy 
and peace. 

Bnt then I reflected that the danger was of 
selecting, out of the symbols that crowded 
around one on every side, merely those that 
ministered to one's own satisfaction and con- 
tentment. The sad horror of that other 
place, the little bare place of desolate graves 
— that must be a symbol as well, that must 
stand as a witness of some part of the awful 
mind of God, of the strange flaw or rent that 
seems to ran through His world. It may be 
more comfortable, more luxurious to detach 
the symbol that testifies to the satisfaction of 
our needs; but not thus do we draw near to 
ti-uth and God. And then I thought that per- 
haps it was beat, when we are secure and care- 
less and joyful, to look at times steadily into 
the dark abyss of the world, not in the spirit 
of morbidity, not with the sense of the ma- 
cabre — the skeleton behind the rich robe, death 
at the monarch's shoulder; but to remind our- 
selves, faithfully and wisely, that for us tos 
the shadow waits; and then that in our i 
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ments of dreariness and heaviness we should 
do well to seek for symbols of our peace, not 
thrusting them peevishly aside as only serving 
to remind us of what we have lost and for- 
feited, but dwelling on them patiently and 
hopefully, with a tender onlooking to the 
gracious horizon with all its golden lights and 
purple Bhadows, And thus not in a mercan 
tile mood trafficking for our delight in the 
mysteries of life — for not by prudence can we 
draw near to God— but in a childlike mood, 
valuing the kindly word, the smile that lights 
up the narrow room and enriches the austere 
fare, and paying no heed at all to the jeal- 
onsies and the covetous ingathering that turns 
the temple of the Father into a house of 
merchandisa 

For here, deepest of all, lies the worth of the 
symbol: that this life of ours is not a little 
fretful space of days, rounded with a sleep, 
but an integral part of an inconceivably vast 
design, flooding through and behind the star- 
strewn heavens; that there is no sequence of 
events as we conceive, that acts are not done 
or words said, once and for all, and then laid 
away in the darkness; but that it is all an 
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ever-liying thing, in which the things that we 
call old are as much present in the mind of 
Ood as the things that shall be millions of 
oenturies hence. There is no uncertainty 
with Him, no doubt as to what shall be here- 
after; and if we once come near to that truth, 
we can draw from it, in our darkest hours, a 
refreshment that cannot fail; for the saddest 
thought in the mind of man is the thought 
that these things could have been, could be 
other than they are; and if we once can bring 
home to ourselves the knowledge that Qod is 
unchanged and unchangeable, our faithless 
doubts, our melancholy r^rets melt in the 
light of truth, as the hoar-frost fades upon the 
grass in the rising sun, when every globed 
dewdrop flashes like a jewel in the radiance 
of the fiery dawn. 



Optimism 

TE Anglo-Saxons are mostly optimista at 
heart; we love to have things comfort- 
able, and to pretend that thej are comfortable 
when they obviously are not. The brisk Anglo- 
Saxon, if he cannot reach the grapes, does 
not Bay that the grapes are sour, but protests 
that he does not really oare aliout grapes. A 
alory is told of a great English proconsul who 
desired to get a loan from the Treasury of the 
Government over which he practically, though 
not nominally, presided. He went to the 
Financial Secretary and said: "Look here, 

T , you must get me a loan for a business 

I have very much at heart." The secretary 
whistled, and then said, "Well, I will try; 
but it is not the least use." "Oh, you will 
manage it somehow," said the proconsul, " and 
I may tell you con fl den ti ally it is absolutely 
essential." The following morning the secre- 
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tary came to report: "I told you it was no 
use, sir, and it wasn't; the Board would not 
hear of it." "Damnation!" said the procon- 
sul, and went on writing. A week after he 
met the secretary, who felt a little shy. " B.v 

the way, T ," said the great man, " I have 

been thinking over that matter of the loan, 
and it was a mercy you were not successful; it 
wonld have been a hopeless precedent, and we 
are much better without it." 

That is the true Anglo-Saxon spirit of optim- 
ism. The most truly British person I know 
is a man who will move heaven and earth to 
secure a post or to compass an end ; but when 
he fails, as he does not often fail, he says gen- 
ially that he is more thankful than he can say; 
it would have been niin to him if he had been 
successful. The same quality runs through 
our philosophy and our religion. Who but an 
Anglo-Saxon would have invented tJie robust 
theory, to account for the fact that prayers 
are often not granted, that prayers are always 
directly answered whether you attain your de- 
sire or not. The Greeks prayed that the gods 
would grant them what was good even if they 
did not desire it, and withhold what was evil 



if they did desire it. The shrewd Roman said, 
" The gods will give us what is most appro- 
priate; man is dearer to them than to him- 
self," But the faithful Anglo-Saxon maintains 
that his prayer is none the less answered even 
If it be denied, and that it is made up to him 
in some roundabout way. It is inconceivable 
to the Anglo-Saxon that there may be a strain 
of sadness and melancholy in the very mind 
of God; he cannot understand that there can 
be any beauty in Borrow, To the Celt, sor- 
row itself is dear and beantiful, and the 
mournful wailing of winds, the tears of the 
lowering cloud, afford him sweet and even 
luxurious sensations. The memory of grief 
is one of the good things that remain to 
him, as life draws to its close; for love is 
to him the sister of grief rather than the 
mother of joy. But this is to the Anglo-Saxon 
mind a morbid thing. The hours in which 
sorrow has overclouded him are wasted, deso- 
lated hours, to be forgotten and obliterated as 
soon as possible. There is nothing sacred 
about them ; they are sad and stony tracts over 
wbieh he has made haste to cross, and the only 
use of them is to heighten the sense of seen- 
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ritj and joy. And thns the Bort of BBjingB 
that BatJBf; and suatain the Anglo-Saxon 
mind are such irrepreseible outbareta of poeta 
as "God's in His heaven; all's right withtlie 
world " — the latter part of which is flagrantlj 
contradicted by experience; and, aa for the 
former part, if it be true, it lends no oomfort 
to the man who tries to find his God in the 
world. Again, when Browning says that the 
world *' means intensely and means good," he 
is but pouring oil upon the darting dame of 
optimism, because there are many people to 
whom the world has no particular meaning, 
and few who can re-echo the statement thai 
it means good. That some rich surprise, iD 
spite of palpable and hourly experience to the 
contrary, may possibly await us, is the most 
that some of as dare to hope. 

My own experience, the older I grow, and 
the more I see of life, is that I feel it to be a 
much more bewildering and even terrifying 
thing than I used to think it. To use a meta- 
phor, instead of its being a patient educational 
process, which I would give all that I pos- 
sessed to be able sincerely to believe it to be, 
it seems to me arranged far more npon the 
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principle of a game of cricket — wliich I liave 
always lield to be, in tlieory, the most unjust 
and fortuitouB of games. Tou step to the 
wielcet, you have only a single chance; the 
boldest and most patient man may make one 
mistake at the outset, and his innings is over; 
the timid tremulous player may by undeserved 
good luck contrive to keep his wicket up, till 
his heart has got into the right place, and his 
eye has wriggled straight, and he is set. 

That is the first horrible fact about life — 
that carelessness is often not penalised at all, 
whereas sometimes it is instantly and fiercely 
penalised. One boy at school may break every 
law, human and divine, and go out into the 
world unblemished. Another timid and good- 
natured child may make a false step, and 
be sent off into life with a permanent cloud 
over him. School life often emphasises the 
injustice of the world instead of trying to 
counteract it. Schoolmasters tend to hustle 
the weak rather than to curb the strong. 

And then we pass into the larger world, and 
what do we see? A sad confusion every- 
where. We see an innocent and beautiful 
girl struck down by a long and painful dis- 
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ease — ^a punishment perhaps appropriate to 
some robust and hoary sinner, who has gath- 
ered forbidden fruit with both his hands, and 
the juices of which go down to the skirts of 
his clothing; or a brave and virtuous man, 
with a wife and children dependent on him, 
needed if ever man was, kind, beneficent, 
strong, is struck down out of life in a moment. 
On the other hand, we see a mean and cautious 
sinner, with no touch of unselfishness and af- 
fection, guarded and secured in material con- 
tentment. Let any one run over in his mind 
the memories of his own circle, fill up the 
gaps, and ask himself bravely and frankly 
whether he can trace a wise and honest and 
beneficent design all through. He may try 
to console himself by saying that the disasters 
of good people, after all, are the exceptions, 
and that, as a rule, courage and purity of 
heart are rewarded, while cowardice and filthi- 
ness are punished. But what room is there 
for exceptions in a world governed by a Gk)d 
whom we must believe to be all-powerful, all- 
just, and all-loving? It is the wilful sin of 
man, says the moralist, that has brought these 
hard things upon him. But that is no answer. 
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for the dark shadow lies rb sombrely over 
irresponsible nature, which groans over nn- 
deserved suffering. And then, to make the 
shadow darker still, we have all the same love 
of life, the same inalienable sense of our right 
to happiness, the same inheritance of love. If 
we could but see that in the end pain and loss 
would be blest, there is nothing that we would 
not gladly bear. Yet that sight, too, is de- 
nied us. 

And yet we live, and laugh, and hope, and 
forget. We take oar fill of tranquil days and 
pleasant companies, though for some of us the 
thought that it is all passing, passing, even 
while we lean towards it smiling, touches the 
very sunlight with pain. " How morbid, how 
self-tormenting ! " says the prudent friend, if 
such thoughts escape us. " Why not enjoy 
delight and bear the pain? That is life; we 
cannot alter it." But not on such terms can 
I, for one, live. To know, to have some as- 
surance — that is the one and only thing that 
matters at all. For if I once believed that 
God were careless, or indifferent, or impotent, 
I would fly from life as an accursed thing; 
whereas I would give all the peace, and joy, 
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and aOQteDtmeDt, that may yet await me n 
earth, and take np cheerfnllj the heaviest It 
den that could be devised of darkness and 
pain, if I could be eure of an after-life that 
will give DB all the unclouded eerenitj, and 
strength, and love, for which we crave every 
moment. Sometimes, in a time of strength 
and calm weather, when the sun is bright and 
the friend I love is with me, and the scent of 
the hyacinths blows from the wood, I have no 
doubt of the love and tenderness of God ; and, 
again, when I wake in the dreadful dawn to 
the sharp horror of the thought that one I 
love is suffering and crying out in pain and 
drifting on to death, the beauty of the world, 
the familiar scene, Ib full of a hateful aud 
atrocious insolence of graoe and sweetness; 
and then I feel that we are all perhaps in the 
grip of some relentless and inscrutable law 
that has no care for our happiness or peace at 
all, and works blindly and furiously in the 
darkness, bespattering some with woe and 
others with joy. Those are the blackest and 
most horrible moments of life; and yet even 
BO we live on. 

As I write at my ease I see the velvety grass 
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green on the ricli paHtnre; the tall spires of 
the chestnut perch, and poise, and sway in 
the Bun; a thrnsh sings hitldeo in the orchard; 
it is all caressingly, enchantinglj beantiful, 
and I am well content to be alive. Looking 
backwards, I discern that I have had my share, 
and more than my share, of good things. But 
they are over; they are mine no longer. And 
even as I think the thought, the old chnrch 
clock across the fields tells out another hour 
that is fallen softly into the glimmering past. 
If I could discern any strength or patience 
won from hours of pain and sorrow it would 
be easier; but the memory of pain makes me 
dread pain the more, the thought of past sor- 
row makes future sorrow still more blauk. I 
would rather have strength than tranquillity, 
when all is done; but life has rather taught me 
my weakness, and struck the garland out of 
my reluctant hand. 

To day I have been riding quietly among 
fields deep with bnttercups and fringed by 
clear, slow streams. The trees are in full 
spring leaf, only the oaks and walnuts a little 
belated, onfurling their rusty-red fronds. A 
waft of rich scent comes from a hawthorn- 



3f>o At Large 

hedge where a hidden onckoo Sntes, or jnet 
where the lane ttiniB by the old watcMniU, 
which throbs and grnmblea with the moTing 
gear, a great lilac-bnBh leans out of a garden 
and fills the air with perfome. Yet, as I go, 
I am filled with a heavy anxiety, which plajB 
with my sick heart ae a cat plays with a 
monae, letting it ran a little in the snn, and 
then pouncing upon it in terror and dismaj. 
The beautiful sounds and sights round me— 
the sight of the quiet, leisurely people I meet 
— ought, one would think, to soothe and oalin 
the unquiet heart. But they do not; they 
rather seem to mock and flout me with a 
Barage insolenoe of earelees welfare. Mj 
thoughts go back, I do not know why, to an 
old house where I spent many happy days, now 
in the hands of strangers. I remember sit- 
ting, one of a silent and happy party, on a ter- 
race in the dusk of a warm summer night, 
and how one of those present called to the 
owls that were hooting in the hanging wood 
above the house, so that they drew near in 
answer to the call, fl.ying noiselessly and snd- 
denly uttering their plaintive notes from the 
heart of the great chestnut on the lawn. Be- 



low I can see the dewy gliminering fields, the 
lights of the little port, the pale sea-line. It 
seems now all impoasibly beautiful and tran- 
quil; but I know that even then it was often 
marred bj disappointments, and troubles, and 
fears. Little anxieties that have all melted 
softly into the past, that were easily enough 
borne, when it came to the point, yet, looming 
up as they did in the future, filled the days 
with the shadow of fear. That is the phantom 
that one ought to lay, if it can be laid. And 
is there hidden somewhere any well of heal- 
ing, any pure source of strength and refresh- 
ment from which we can drink and be calm 
and brave? That is a question which each 
has to answer for himself. For myself, I 
oan only say that strength is sometimes 
given, sometimes denied. How foolish to be 
anxious! Yes, but how inevitable! If the 
beauty and the joy of the world gave one as- 
surance in dark hours that all was certainly 
well, the pilgrimage would be an easy one. 
But can one be optimistic by resolving to be? 
One can, of course, control oneself, one can 
let no murmur of pain escape one, one can 
even enunciate deep and conrageous maxims 
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because one would not trouble the peaoe of 
others, waiting patiently till the golden mood 
returns. But what if the desolate conviction 
forces itself upon the mind that sorrow is the 
truer thing? What if one tests one's own ex- 
perience, and sees that, under the pressure 
of sorrow, one after another of the world's 
lights are extinguished, health, and peace, 
and beauty, and delight, till one asks oneself 
whether sorrow is not perhaps the truest and 
most actual thing of all? That is the ghastli- 
est of moments when everything drops from 
us but fear and horror, when we think that we 
have indeed found truth at last, and that the 
answer to Pilate's bitter question is that pain 
is the nearest thing to truth because it is the 
strongest. If I felt that, says the reluctant 
heart, I should abandon myself to despair. 
No, says sterner reason, you would bear it, 
because you cannot escape from it. Into 
whatever depths of despair you fell, you would 
still be upheld by the law that bids you be. 

Where, then, is the hope to be found? It 
is here; One is tempted to think of God 
through human analogies and symbols. We 
think of Him as of a potter moulding the clay 
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to his will; as of a statesman that sways a 
state; as of an artist that traces a fair design. 
But all similitudes and oomparisons break 
down, for no man can create anything; he oan 
but modify matter to his ends, and when he 
fails, it is because of some natural law that 
cuts across his design and thwarts him relent- 
lessly. But the essence of God's omnipotence 
is that both law and matter are His and origi- 
nate from Him; so that, if a single fibre of 
what we know to be evil can be found in the 
world, either God is responsible for that, or 
He is dealing with something He did not origi- 
nate and cannot overcome. Nothing can ex- 
tricate us from this dilemma, except the belief 
that what we think evil is not really evil at 
all, but hidden good; and thus we have firm 
ground under our feet at last, and can begin 
to climb out of the abyss. And then we feel 
in our own hearts how indomitable is our 
sense of our right to happiness, how uncon- 
querable our hope; how swiftly we forget un- 
happiness ; how firmly we remember joy ; and 
then we see that the one absolutely permanent 
and vital power in the world is the power of 
love, which wins victories over every evil we 
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can name; and if it is ho plain that love is the 
one essential and triumpliant force in the 
world, it must be the very heart-beat of God; 
till Wfl feel that when soon or late the day 
comes for us, when our swimming eyes discern 
ever more faintly the awestruck pitying faces 
round us, and the senses give up their powers 
one by one, and the tides of death creep on ua, 
and the daylight dies — that even so we shall 
find that love awaiting us in the region to 
which the noblest and bravest and purest, as 
well as the vilest and most timid and moat 
soiled, have gone. 

This, then, is the only optimism that is 
worth the name ; not the feeble optimism that 
brushes away the darker side of life impa- 
tiently and fretfully, but the optimism that 
dares to look boldly into the fiercest miseries 
of the human spirit, and to come back, as 
Perseus came, pale and smoke- stained, from 
the dim underworld, and say that there is yet 
hope brightening on the verge of the gloom. 

What one desires, then, is an optimism which 
arises from taking a wide view of things as 
they are, and taking the worst side into ac- 
count, not an optimism which is only made 
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possible by wearing blinkers. I was reading 
a day or two ago a auggeative and brilliant 
book by one of our most prolific! critice, Mr. 
Chesterton, on the eubjeot of Dickens. Mr. 
Chesterton is of opinion that our modem ten- 
dency to i>essimiam results from onr inveter- 
ate realism. Contrasting modern fictions with 
the old heroic stories, he says that we take 
Home indecisive clerk for the subjeet of a atory, 
and call the weak-kneed cad " the hero." He 
seems to think that we ought to take a larger 
and more robust view of human possibilities 
and keep our eyes more steadily fixed upon 
more vigorous and generous characters. But 
the result of this is the ugly and unphilosophi- 
cal kind of optimsm after all, that calls upon 
God to despise the work of His own bands, 
that turns upon all that is feeble and unsightly 
and vulgar with anger and disdain, like the 
man in the parable who took advantage of his 
being forgiven a great debt to exact a tiny 
one. The tragedy is that the knock-kneed 
clerk is all in all to himself. In clear-sighted 
and imaginative momenta, he may realise in a 
sudden Sash of horrible insight that he is so 
far from being what he would desire to be^ 
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flo nnheroic, ao looselj strung, so deplorable 
— and yet that he can do bo little to bridge the 
gap. The only method of mannfaeturiug 
heroes is to encourage people to believe in 
thetaselves and their possibilities, to assure 
them that they are indeed dear to God; not 
to reveal relentleeely to them their essential 
IfiwneBH and shabbiness. It is not the clerk's 
fault that his mind ia sordid and weat, and 
tliat hiH kneea knock together; and no optim- 
ipra is worth the name that has not a glorious 
message for the vilest. Or, again, it ia pos- 
sible to arrive at a working optimism by tak- 
ing a very diamal view of everything. There 
19 a story of an old Calviniat minister whose 
daughter lay dying, far away, of a painful 
disease, who wrot« her a letter of consolation, 
closing with the words " Remember, dear 
daughter, that all short of Hell is mercy." Of 
cotirse if one can take so richly decisive a view 
of the Creator's purpose for his creatures, 
and look upon Hell as the normal destination 
from which a few, by the overpowering oon- 
deet^nsion of God, are saved and separated, 
one might find matter of joy ia discovering 
one Boat in a thousand who was judged worthy 
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of salvation. But this again is a clouded 
view, because it talies no account of the pro- 
found and universal preference for happinesB 
in the human heart, and erects the horrible 
ideal of a Creator who deliberately condemns 
the vast mass of His creatures to a fate which 
He has no less deliberately created them to 
abhor and dread. 

Our main temptation after all lies in the 
fact that we are so impatient of any delay or 
any uneasiness. We are like the child who, 
when first confronted with suffering, cannot 
bear to believe in its existence, and who, if it 
18 prolonged, cannot believe in the existence 
of anything else. What we have rather to do 
is to face the problem strongly and coura- 
geouslyj to take into account the worst and 
feeblest possibilities of our nature, and yet 
not to overlook the fact that the worst and 
lowest specimen of humanity has a dim ink- 
ling of something higher and happier, to 
which he would attain if he knew how. 

I had a little object-lesson a few days ago 
in the subject. It was a Bank Holiday, and 
I walked pensively about the outskirts of a 
big town. The streets were crowded with 
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people of all Rorts and sizes. I confess that 
a profound melancholy was indnced in me by 
the spectacle of the .yoong of both sexea. Tbey 
were enjoying themselves, it is trne, with all 
their might ; and I could not help wondering 
why, ao a rule, they should enjoy themselves 
so offensively. The girls walked about titter- 
ing and ogling; the young men were noisy, 
RcItiRh, ill-mannered, enjoying nothing so mach 
as the discomfiture of any pasaer-by. They 
pushed each other into ditehes, they tripped 
up a friend who passed on a bicycle, and all 
roared in concert at the rueful way in which 
he surveyed a muddy coat and torn tronserB. 
There seemed to be not the slightest idea 
among them of contributing to each other's 
pleasure. The point was to be amused at the 
expense of another, and to be securely 
obstreperous. 

But among these there were lovers walking, 
faint and pale with mutual admiration; a 
young couple led along a hideous over-dressed 
child, and had no eyes for anything except 
its clumsy movements and fatuous questions. 
Or an elderly couple strolled along, pleased 
and contented, with a married son and daui 
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ter. The onre of the vile mirth of youth 
aeemed after all to be love and the anxious 
care of other lives. 

And thus indeed a gentle optimism did 
emerge, after all, from the tangle. I felt that 
it was strange that there should be so much 
to breed dissatisfaction. I struck out of the 
town, and soon was passing a mill in hroad 
water-meadows, overhung by great elms; the 
grass was golden with buttercups, the foliage 
was rich upon the trees. The water bubbled 
pleasantly in the great pool, and an old house 
thrust a pretty gable ont over lilacs clubbed 
with purple bloom. The beauty of the place 
was put to my lips, like a cup of the waters 
of comfort. The sadness was the drift of hu- 
man life out of sweet places such as this, into 
the town that overflowed the meadows with 
its avenues of mean houses, where the railway 
station, with its rows of stained trucks, its 
cindery floor, its smoking engines, buzzed and 
roared with life. 

But the i>essjmism of one who sees the sim- 
ple life fading out, the ancient quietude in- 
vaded, the country caught in the feelers of the 
town, is not a real pessimism at all, or rather 
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it 18 a peBBi'mism which reeults from a de- 
flcieDcy of imaginatioi], and is only a matte 
of personal taste, perhaps of persooal belated- 
ness. Twelve generations of my own familj 
lived and died as Yorksliire yeomeE-farmers, 
and my own preference is probably a matter 
of instinctive inheritance. The point is not 
what a few philosophers happen to like, but 
what humanity lites, and what it is happiest 
in liking. I should have but small confidence 
in the Power that rnles the world, if I did not 
believe that the vast social development of 
Europe, its civilisation, its net-work of com- 
munications, its bustle, its tenser living, ita 
love of social excitement was not all part of 8 
great design. I do not believe that bumanity 
ia perversely astray, hurrying to destruction, 
I believe rather that it is working out the pos- 
sibilities that lie within it; and if human be- 
ings had been framed to live quiet pastoral 
lives, they would be living them still. The 
one question for the would-be optimist is 
whether humanity is growing nobler, wiser, 
more unselfish, and of that I have no doubt 
whatever. The sense of equality, of the rights 
of the weak, compassion, brotherliness, bene- 



Tolenoe are living idea», tbrobbing with life; 
the growth of the power of democracy, much 
aB it may tend to inconvenience one person- 
ally, is an. entirely hopeful and desirable thing ; 
and if a man is disposed to pessimism, he ought 
to aek himself seriously to what extent his 
pessimism is conditioned by his own individ- 
ual prospect of happiness. It is quite poe- 
sible to conceive of a man without any hope of 
personal immortality, or the continuance of 
individual identity, whose future might be 
clouded, say, by his being the victim of a pain- 
ful and incurable disease, and who yet might 
be a thoroughgoing optimist with regard to 
the future of humanity. Nothing in the world 
could be so indicative of the rise in the moral 
and emotional temperature of the world as 
the fact that men are increasingly disposed to 
sacrifice their own ambitions and their own 
comfort for the sake of others, and are will- 
ing to suffer, if the bajipiness of the race may 
be increased ; and much of the pessimism that 
prevails is the pessimism of egotists and in- 
dividualists, who feel no interest in the rising 
tide, because it does not promise to themselves 
any increase in personal satisfaction. No 
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man can poBsibly hold the continuance of per^ 
sonal identity to be an indisputable fact, 
because there is no sort of direct evidence on 
the subject; and indeed all the evidence that 
exists is rather against the belief than for 
it. The belief is in reality based upon no- 
thing but instinct and desire, and the impos- 
sibility of conceiving of life as existing apart 
from one's own perception. But even if a 
man cannot hold that it is in any sense a 
certainty, he may cherish a hope that it is 
true, and he may be generously and sincerely 
grateful for having been allowed to taste, 
throu^ the medium of personal conscious- 
ness, the marvellous experience of the beauty 
and interest of life, its emotions, its relation- 
ships, its infinite yearnings, even though the 
curtain may descend upon his own conscious- 
ness of it, and he himself may become as 
though he had never been, his vitality blended 
afresh in the vitality of the world, just as the 
body of his life, so near to him, so seemingly 
his own, will undoubtedly be fused and blent 
afresh in the sum of matter. A man, even 
though racked with pain and tortured with 
anxiety, may deliberately and resolutely 
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throw himself into sympathy with the mighty 
will of God, and cherish this noble and awe- 
inspiring thought — ^the thought of the onward 
march of humanity; righting wrongs, amend- 
ing errors, fighting patiently against pain and 
evil, until, perhaps far-oflf and incredibly re- 
mote, our successors and descendants, linked 
indeed with us in body and soul alike, may 
enjoy that peace and tranquillity, that harmony 
of soul, which we ourselves can only momen- 
tarily and transitorily obtain. 



XVII 

Joy 

DR. ARNOLD somewhere says that the 
schoolmaster's experience of being con- 
tinually in the presence of the hard mechani- 
cal high spirits of boyhood is an essentially 
depressing thing. It seemed to him depress- 
ing just because that happiness was so purely 
incidental to youth and healthy and did not 
proceed from any sense of principle, any re- 
serve of emotion, any self-restraint, any activ- 
ity of sympathy. I confess that in my own 
experience as a schoolmaster the particular 
phenomenon was sometimes a depressing thing 
and sometimes a relief. It was depressing 
when one was overshadowed by a fretful 
anxiety or a real sorrow, because no appeal 
to it seemed possible: it had a heartless quality. 
But again it was a relief when it distracted 
one from the pressure of a troubled thought, 
as when, in the Idylls of the King, the sorrow- 
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tul queen was comforted by the little maideu 
" who pleased her with a babbling heedleesness, 
which often lured her from herself." 

One felt that one had no right to let the 
eense of anxiety overshadow the natural 
cheerfulness of boyhood, and then one made 
the effort to detach oneself from one's pre- 
occupations, with the result that they pres- 
ently weighed less heavily upon the heart, 

The blessing would be if one could find in 
experience a quality of joy which should be 
independent of natural high spirits altogether, 
a cheerful tranquillity of outlook, which should 
become almost instinctive through practice, a 
mood which one could at all events evoke in 
such a way as to serve as a shield and screen 
to one's own private troubles, or which at least 
would prevent one from allowing the shadow 
of one's discontent to fall over others. 
But it must be to a certain extent tempera- 
mental. Just as high animal spirits in some 
people are irrepressible, and bubble up even 
under the menace of irreparable calamity, so 
gloom of spirit is a very contagious thing, very 
difBcult to dissimulate. Perhaps the best 
practical thing for a naturally melancholy 



his own lav 1 
■onicallj and ] 



376 At Large 

person to tr; and do, is to treat his ( 
BpiritB, as Charles Lamb did, ironically 1 
hnmorously ; and it he must spin conversatinn 
incessantly, as Dr. Johnson said, out of hU 
own bowels, to make sure that it is the best 
thread jKissible, and of a gossamer quality. 

The temperamental fact tii>on which the poa- 
sibility of such a philosophical cheerfalnesa 
is based is after all an ultimate hopeful- 
ness. Some people have a remarkable staying 
power, a power of looking through and over 
present troubles, and consoling themselves 
with pleasant visions of futurity. This is 
commoner with women than with men, because 
women derive a greater happiness from the 
happiness of those about them than men do. 
A woman as a rule would prefer that the peo- 
ple who surround her should be cheerful, even 
if she were not cheerful herself; whereas a 
man is often not ill-pleased that his moods 
should be felt bj his oircle, and regards it as 
rather an insult that other people should be 
joyful when he is ill-at-ease. Some people, 
too, have a stronger dramatic sense than 
others, and take an artistic pleasure in play- 
ing a part. I knew 3 man who was a great 



Invalid and a freqnent enfferer, who took a 
great pleasure id appearing in public func- 
tione. He would drag himself from his bed to 
make a public appearance of any kind. I 
think that he oonsoled himself bj believing 
that he did so from a strong and sustaining 
sense of duty; but I believe that the pleasure 
of the thing was really at the root of his effort, 
as it is at the root of most of the duties we 
faithfully perform. I do not mean that he had 
a strong natural vanity, though his enemies 
accused him of it. But publicity was natu- 
rally congenial to him. and the only sign, as a 
rule, that he was suffering, when he made such 
an appearance, was a greater deliberation of 
movement, and a ghastly fixity of smile. As 
to the latter phenomenon, a man with the 
dramatic sense strongly developed will no 
doubt take a positive pleasure in trying to 
obliterate from his face and manner all traces 
of his private discomfort. Such stoicism is a 
fine quality in its way, but the quality that I 
am in search of is an even finer one than that 
My friend's efforts were ultimately based on 
a sort of egotism, a profound conviction that 
a public part suited him, and that he per- 
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formed it well. What one rather deBireB to 
attain is a more sympathetic quality, an in- 
terest in other people so vital and inspiring 
that one's own personal sufferings are light in 
the scale when weighed against the enjoyment 
of others. It is not impossible to develop this 
in the face of considerable bodily suffering. 
One of the most inveterately cheerful people 
I have ever known was a man who suffered 
from a painful and irritating complaint, but 
whose geniality and good-will were so strong 
that they not only overpowered his maUUse, 
but actually afforded him considerable relief. 
Some people who suffer can only suffer in 
solitude. They have to devote the whole of 
their nervous energies to the task of endur- 
ance; but others find society an agreeable 
distraction, and fly to it as an escape from 
discomfort. I suppose that every one has 
experienced at times that extraordinary 
rebellion, so to speak, of cheerfulness against 
an attack of physical pain. There have been 
days when I have suffered from some small 
but acutely disagreeable ailment, and yet 
found my cheerfulness not only not dimmed 
but apparently enhanced by the physical suf- 
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leriDg. Of oonrse there are maladies even of 
I serious kind of which one of the symptoma 
ie a great mental depression, bnt there are 
other maladies which seem aotually to pro- 
duce an instinctive hopefulness. 

But the question is whether it is possible, by 
sustained effort, to behave independently of 
one's mood, and what motive is strong enough 
to make one detach oneself resolutely from 
discomforts and woes. Good manners provide 
perhaps the most practical assistauce. The 
peoiile who are brought up with a tradition of 
highbred courtesy, and who learn almost in- 
stinctively to repress their own individuality, 
can generally triumph over their moods. Per- 
haps in their expansive moments they lose a 
little spontaneity in the process; they are 
cheerful rather than buoyant, gentle rather 
than pungent. But the result is that when 
the mood shifts into depression, they are still 
imperturbably courteous and considerate, A 
near relation of a great public man, who suf- 
fered greatly from mental depression, has told 
me that some of the most painful minutes he 
I has ever been witness of were, when the great 
■ sian, after behaving on some occasion of social 
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^^H feBtivit; with an admirable and snstaineA, 
^^H gaiety, fell for a moment into irreolaimabl? 
^^B and hopeless gloom and fatigue, and then. 
^^P again, b; a resolute effort, became BtrenDonBl;' 
^^ eoneiderate and patient in the privacy of the 
family circle. 

Some people achieve the aame mastery over 
mood by an inteneity of religious conviction. 
But the worst ot that particular triumph ia 
that an attitude of chastened religious pa- 
tience IB, not unusually, a rather depressing 
thing. It is so restrained, eo pious, that it 
tends to deprive life of natural and unaffected 
joy. If it is patient and submissive in afflic- 
tion, it is also tame and mild in cheerful sur- 
roundings. It issues too frequently in a kind 
of holy tolerance of youthful ebullience and 
vivid emotions. It results in the kind of char- 
acter that is known as saintly, and is gener- 
ally accompanied by a strong deficiency in the 
matter of humour. Life is regarded as too 
serious a businesa to be played with, and the 
delight in trifles, which is one of the surest 
signs of healthy energy, becomes ashamed and 
abashed in its presence. The atmosphere that 
it creates is oppressive, remote, ungenial. " I 
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declare that Uncle John is intolerable, except 
when there is a death in the family — and then 
he is insuppoptabie," said a youthful nephew 
of a virtuous clergyman of this type in my 
presence the other day, adding, after reflec- 
tion, " He seems to think that to die is the 
only really satisfactory thing that any one 
ever does." That is the worst of carrying out 
the precept, " Set your affections on things 
aboye, not on things of the earth," too liter- 
ally. It is not BO good a precept, after all, as 
" If a man love not his brother, whom he hath 
seen, how shall he love God, whom he hath' 
not seen?" It ie somehow an incomplete 
philosophy to despise the only definite exist- 
ence we are certain of possessing. One de- 
eires a richer thing than that, a philosophy 
that ends in temperance, rather than iu a 
harsh asceticism. 

The handling of life that seems the moat de- 
sirable is the method which the Platonic So- 
crates employed. Perhaps he was an ideal 
figure; but yet there are few figures more real. 
There we have an elderly man of incomparable 
□gliness, who is yet delightfully and per- 
ennially youthful, bubbling over with inter- 
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CBt, aCFeotioD, courtesy, faumonr, admiratioa 
With what a delicious mixture of irony auA- 
tenderoeBS he treats the young men who Bur— 
rooud him! When some lively eparks niad« 
Dp their minds to do what we now call " rag '*■ 
him, dressed themselves up as Furies, and 
ran out upon him as he turned a dark corner 
on his way home, Socrates was not in the 
least degree disturbed, but discoursed with 
them readily on many matters and particu- 
larly on temperance ; when at the banquet the 
topers disappear, one by one, under the table, 
Socrates, who, besides taking his due share of 
the wine, had filled and drunk the contents of 
the wine-cooler, is found cheerfully sitting, 
crowned with roses, among the expiring 
lamps, in the grey of the morning, discussing 
the higher mathematics. He is never sick or 
sorry; he is poor and has a scolding wife; he 
fasts or eatB as circumstances dictate ; he 
never does anything in particular, but he has 
always infinite leisure to have hie talk out. 
Is he drawn for military service? he goes off, 
with an entire indifference to the hardships of 
the campaign. When the force is routed, he 
stalks deliberately off the field, looking round 
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him like a great bird, with the kind of air that 
makes pursuers let people alooe, as Alcibiades 
said. And when the final catastrophe draws 
near, he defenda himself under a capital 
oharge with infinite good-lnimour ; he has oared 
nothing for slander and misrepresentation all 
his life, and why should he begin now? In 
the last Inspired scene, he is the only man of 
the group who keeps his courteous tranquillity 
tu the end; he had been sent into the world, he 
hud lived his life, why should he fear to be 
dismissed? It matters little, in the presence 
of this august imagination, if the real Socrates 
was a rude and proaj person, who came by 
his death simply because the lively Athenians 
could tolerate anything but a bore! 

The Socratio attitude is better than the 
highbred attitude; it is better than the stoical 
attitude, it is even better than the pious 
attitude; because it depends upon living life 
to the uttermost, rather than upon detaching 
oneself from what one considers rather a poor 
business. The attitude of Socrates is based 
upon courage, geneposity, simplicity. He 
knows that it is with fear that we weight our 
melancholy sensibilities; that it is with mean- 
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neBB and coldDesB that we poisoD life, that i^ 
is with complicated cooventional duties thaCr 
we fetter our weakness. Socrates has no per- 
sona) ambitions, and thus he is rid of all envy 
and uncharitableness ; he sees the world as itr 
is, a very bright and brave place, teeming witli 
interesting ideas and andetermined problems. 
Where Christianity has advanced upon this — 
for it has advanced splendidly and securely — 
in in interpreting life less intellectually. The 
intellectual side of life is what Socrates 
adores; the Christian faith is applicable to 
a far wider circle of homely lives. Tet 
Christianity too, in spite of ecclesiasticlam, 
teems with ideas. Its essence is an unpre- 
judiced freedom of soul. Its problems are 
problems of character which the simplest child 
can appreciate. But Christianity, too, is 
built upon a basis of joy. " Freely ye have re- 
ceived, freely give," is its essential maxim. 

The secret then is to enjoy; but the enjoy- 
ment must not be that of the spoiler who car- 
ries away all that he can, and buries it in hie 
tent; but the joy of relationship, the joy of 
conspiring together to be happy, the joy of 
consoling and sympafhising and sharing, he- 
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oanse we have received so much. Of course 
there remain tlie limitations of temperament, 
the dlEQcultj of preventing our own acri^ 
humours from overflowing into other livee ; but 
this cannot be overcome by repression ; it can 
only be overcome by tenderness. There are 
very few people who have not the elements of 
this in their character, I can count upon my 
fingers the malevolent men I know, who prefer 
making others uncomfortable to trying to 
make them glad; and all these men have been 
bullied in their youth, and are unconsciously 
protecting themselves against bullying still. 
We grow selfish, no doubt, for want of prac- 
tice; ill-health makes villains of some of us. 
But we can learn, if we desire it, to keep our 
gruffness for our own consumption, and a very 
few experiments will soon convince us that 
there are few pleasures in the world so reason- 
able and so cheap, as the pleasure of giving 



But, after all, the resolute cheerfulnesa that 
can be to a certain extent captured and secured 
by an effort of the will, though it is perhaps 
a more useful quality than natural joy, and 
no doubt ranks together in the moral eoale, !b 
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not to be compared with a oertain unreason- 
ingy inoommnnioable rapture whioh sometimeBy 
without conscious efforts or desire, descends 
upon the spirit, like sunshine after rain. Let 
me quote a recent experience of my own which 
may illustrate it. 

A few days ago, I had a busy tiresome 
morning hammering into shape a stupid pro- 
saic passage, of no suggestireness ; a mere 
statement, the only beauty of which could be 
that it should be absolutely lucid; and this 
beauty it resolutely refused to assume. Then 
the agent called to see me, and we talked busi- 
ness of a dull kind. Then I walked a little 
way among fields; and when I was in a pleas- 
ant flat piece of ground^ full of thickets, 
where the stream makes a bold loop among 
willows and alders, the sun set behind a great 
bastion of clouds that looked like a huge forti- 
fication. It had been one of those days of 
cloudless skies, all flooded with the pale cold 
honey-coloured light of the winter sun, until a 
sense almost of spring came into the air; and 
in a sheltered place I found a little golden 
hawk-weed in full flower. 

It had not been a satisfactory day at all to 
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me. The statement that I had toiled so hard 
all tlie momiDg to make clear was not par- 
ticularly worth making; it could effect but 
little at beat, and I had only worked at it in 
a British doggedneae of spirit, regardless of 
its value and only because I was determined 
not to be beaten by it. 

But for all that I came home io a rare and 
delightful frame of mind, as if I had heard a 
brief and delicate passage of musio, a con- 
spiracy of sweet sounds and rich tones; or 
as if 1 had passed through a sweet scent, such 
as blows from a cloverfield in summer. There 
was no definite thought to disentangle; it was 
rather as if I bad had a glimpse of the land 
which lies east of the sua and west of the 
moon, had seen the towers of a castle rise over 
a wood of oaks; met a company of serious 
people in comely apparel riding blithely on 
the turf of a forest road, who had waved me a 
greeting, and left me wondering out of what 
rich kind of scene they had stepped to bless 
me. It left me feeling as though there were 
Bome beautiful life, very near me, all around 
me, behind the mirror, outside of the door, 
beyond the garden-hedges, if I could but learu 
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the Bpell which would open it to me; left me 
pleaBEDtly and happily athirat for a life of 
gracions influences aud of an tihIuiowd and 
perfect peace; Bnch as creeps over the mind 
for the moment at ttie sigiit of a deep wood- 
land at sunset, when the forest is veiled in the 
softest of blue mist; or at the sound of some 
creeping sea, beating softly all night on a level 
sand; or at the prospect of a winter sun going 
down into smoky orange vaiionps over a wide 
expanse of pastoral country; or at the soft 
close of some solemn music — when peace seei 
not only desirable beyond all things but 
tainable too. 

How can one account for this sudden ani 
joyful visitation? I am going to try and set 
down what I believe to be the explanation, if 
I can reduce to words a thought which is per- 
fectly clear to me, however transcendental it 
may seem. 

Well, at such a moment as this, one feela 
just as one may feel when from the streets of a 
dark and crowded city, with the cold shadow 
of a cloud passing over it, one sees the green 
head of a mountain over the housetops, all 
alone with the wind and the sun, with its arag- 
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I terraces and winding tnrf ways. 

The peace that thus blesses one is not, I 
think, a merely subjective mood, an imagined 
thing. It is. I believe, a real and actual thing 
which is there. One's consciousness does not 
create its impressions, one does not make for 
oneself the moral and artistic ideas that visit 
one; one perceives fhem. Education is not a 
process of invention — it is a process of discov- 
ery; a ppocesH of learning the names given to 
things that are all present in one's own mind. 
One knows things long before one knows the 
names for them, by instinct and by intuition; 
and one's own mind is simply a part of a large 
and immortal life, which for a time is fenced 
by a little barrier of identity, just as a tiny 
pool of sea-water on a sea-beach is for a few 
faonrs separated from the great tide to which 
it belongs. All our regrets, remorses, anxie- 
ties, troubles arise from onr not realising that 
we are but a part of this greater and wider 
life, from onr delusion that we are alone and 
apart instead of, as is the case, one with the 
great ocean of life and joy. 

Sometimes, I know not why and how, we 
are for a moment or two in touch with the 
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largn* life — to some it oomes in religion, to 
some in love, to eome in art Perliaps a wave 
of the onward sweeping tide beats for an in- 
Btant into the little [wol we call our own, stir 
ring the fringing weed, hobbling eharply and 
frsBblT npon the sleeping eand. 

The Bad mistake we make is, when snob a 
moment comes, to feel as thongh it were onlj 
the stirring of onr own feeble imagination, 
"What we ought rather to do is by every effort 
we can make to welcome and comprehend this 
dawning of the larger life upon us; not to 
sink back peevishly into onr own limits an^ 
timidly to deplore them, but resolutely to open 
the door again and again — for the door can be 
opened — to the light of the great sun that 
lies 80 broadly about as. Every now and then 
we have some startling experience which re- 
veals to us our essential union with other 
individuals. We have many of us had esperi- 
encea which eeem to indicate that there is at 
times a direct communication with other 
minds, independent of speech or writing; and 
even if we have not had such experiences, it 
has been scientiflcally demonstrated that such 
things can occur. Telepathy, as it is clumsily 
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BiCalled, which is nothing more than this direot 
tommunication of mind, is a thing which has 
been demonstrated in a way which no reason- 
able person can reject. We may call it ab- 
normal if we like, and it is true that we do 
not as jet know under what oonditious it 
exists; but it is as much there as electrical 
communication, and just as the electrician 
does not create the viewless ripples which his 
delicate iBStruments can catch and record, but 
merely makes it a matter of meehanios to de- 
tect them, so the ripple of human intercom- 
munication is undoubtedly there; and when 
we have discovered what its laws are, we shall 
probably find that it uaderlies many things, 
Buch as enthusiasms, movements, the spirit 
of a community, patriotism, martial ardour, 
which now appear to us to be isolated and mys- 
terious phenomena, 

But there is a larger thing than even that 
behind. In humanity we have merely a cer- 
tain portion of this large life, which may 
spread for all we know beyond the visible uni- 
verse, globed and bounded, like the spray of a 
fountain, into little separate individualities. 
Borne of the urgent inexplicable emotions 
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which viait ns from time to time, immense, 
far-reaching, mysterioas, are, I believe with 
all my heart, the pulsations of this vast life 
outside us, stirring for an instant the silence 
of our sleeping spirit. It is possible, I cannot 
help feeling, that those people live the best of 
all possible livtw who devote themselves to re- 
ceiving these pulsations. It may well be that 
in following anxiously the movement of the 
world, in giving ourselves to politics or busi- 
ness, or technical religion, or material cares, 
we are but delaying the day of our freedom by 
throwing ourselves intently into our limita- 
tions, and forgetting the wider life. It maj 
be that the life which Christ seems to have 
suggested as the type of Christian life — the 
life of constant prayer, simple and kindly re- 
lations, indifference to worldly conditions, 
absence of ambitions, fearlessness, sinceritj — 
may be the life in which we can best draw near 
to the larger spirit, for Cbrist spoke as one 
who knew some prodigious secret, as one in 
whose soul the larger life leapt and plunged 
like freeh sea-billows; who was incapable of 
sin and even of temptation, because his aoul 
had free and open contact with the all-p 
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ing Bpirit, and to whom tlie humaD limitations 
were no barrier at all. 

We do Dot know as yet the mechanical 
means, bo to speak, by which the oonnection 
can be established, the door set wide. But we 
can at least oi)en our sonl to every breathing 
of divine influences; and when the great wind 
lises and thunders in our spirits, we can see 
that no claim of business, or weakness, or 
comfort, or convention shall hinder us from 
admitting it. 

And thus when one of these sweet, high, up- 
lifting thoughts draws near and visits us, we 
can but say, as the child Samuel said in the 
dim-lit temple, " Speak, Lord, for thy servant 
heareth," The mnsio comes niton the air, in 
faint and tremulous gusts; it dies away across 
the garden, over the far hillside, into the 
cloudless sky; but we have heard; we are not 
the same; we are transfigured. 

Why then, lastly, it may be asked, do these 
experiences befall us so faintly, so secretly, so 
seldom; if it is the true life that beats so 
urgently into our souls, why are we often 
BO careful and disquieted, why do we fare such 
long spaces without the heavenly vision, why 
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do we see, or seem to see, so many of our M- 
lows to whom such things come rarely or not 
at all? I cannot answer that; yet I fed that 
the life is there; and I can bnt fM ImA npoo 
the goitle woiids of ihe old saint, who wrote: 
'* I know not how it is, bnt tiie more the re- 
alities of heaven are clothed witii ofawmrityi 
the more they delist and attract; and nottiog 
so mnch h^ghtens longing as saoh tender 
refnsaL" 
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HOW strange it is that what is often the 
latest reward of the toiler after holi- 
nesB, the extreme solace of the out wearied 
saint, ehould be too often made the first irk- 
some article of a childish creed! To tell a 
child that it is a duty to love God better than 
father or mother, sisters and brothers, better 
than play, or stories, or food, or toys, what 
a monstrons thing is that! It is one of the 
things that make religion into a dreary and 
darkling shadow, that haunt the path of the 
innocent. The child's love is all for tangible, 
audible, and visible things. Ijove for him 
means kind words and smiling looks, ready 
comfort and lavished kisses; the child does 
not even love things for being beautiful, but 
for being what they arc — curious, characteris- 
tic, interesting. He loves the odd frowsy 
smell of the shut-up attic, the bright ugly 
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ornaments of the cbimnef-pieoe, the dirt of 
the street. He has no sense of oriticat tsHte. 
Besides, words mean so little to him, or even 
bear quaint, fantastic associations, whloh no 
one oaii divine, and which he himself is unable 
to express; he has no notion of an abstract, 
essential, spiritaal thing, apart from what is 
actual to hiB senses. And then into this little 
concrete mind, so full of small definite imagei^, 
so faltering and frail, is thrust this vast, k 
mote notion — that he is bound to love some- 
thing hidden and terrible, something that looliB 
at him from the blank eky when he is alone 
among the garden-beds, something which 
haunts empty rooms and the dark brake of the 
woodland. Moreover, a child, with its pre- 
ternatural sensitiveness to pain, its bewil- 
dered terror of punishment, learns, side bj 
side with this, that the God whom he is to 
love thus tenderly is the God who lays about 
Him so fiercely in the Old Testament, slaying 
the innocent with the guilty, merciless, harsh, 
inflicting the irreparable stroke of death, 
where a man would he concerned with desir- 
ing amendment more than vengeance. The 
simple questions with which the man Friday 
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poses BobinBoa Crnsoe, and to which he re- 
ceives BO ponderons an answer, are the ques- 
tions whioh natn rally arise in the mind of 
any thoughtful child. Why, if God be so Itind 
and loTiDg, does He not make an end of evil 
at onoe? Yet, because such questions are un- 
answerable by the wisest, the child is, for the 
conveuienoe of bis education, made to feel 
that he is wiclied if he questions what he is 
taught. How many children will persevere 
in the innocent scepticism which is so natural 
and so desirable, nnder a sense of disapproval ? 
One of my own earliest experiences in the ugly 
path of religious gloom was that I recognised 
quite clearly to myself that I did not love God 
at all. I did not know Him, I had no reason 
to think Him kind; He was angry with me, I 
gathered, if I was ill-tempered or untruth- 
ful. I was well enough aware by childish in- 
stinct that my mother did not cease to love 
me when I was naughty, but I could not tell 
about God. And yet I knew that, with His 
terrible power of knowing everything, He was 
well aware that I did not love Him. It was 
best to forget about Him as much as possible, 
for it spoiled one's pleasure to think about it. 
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All the little amusements and idle bneineBBeH 
that were so dear to me, He probably disap- 
proved of them all, and was only eatisfled when 
I was safe at my lessons or immured in church. 
Sunday was the sort of day He liked, and 
how I detested it! — the toys put away, little 
ngly booka about the Holy Land to read, an 
air of deep dreariness about it all. Thus does 
religion become a weariness from the outset. 
How slowly, and after what strange experi- 
ence, by what infinite delay of deduction, does 
the love of God dawn upon the sonl ! Even 
then how faint and subtle an essence it is! 
In deep anxiety, under unbearable strain, in 
the grip of a dilemma of which either issue 
seems intolerable, in weariness of life, in hours 
of flagging vitality, the mighty tide begins to 
flow strongly and tranquilly into the soul. 
One did not make oneself; one did not make 
one's sorrows, even when they arose from one's 
own weakness and perversity. There was 
a meaning, a significance about it all; one 
was indeed on pilgrimage; and then comes 
the running to the Father's knee, and the east- 
ing oneself in utter broken weakness upon 
the one Heart that understands perfectly and 
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utterly, and which does, which must, desire the 
beet and truest " Give me courage, hope, con- 
fldeoce," says the desolate soul. 

" I can endure Thy bitterest decrees, 
If certain of Thy Love." 

How would one amend all this if one had 
the power? Alaa! it could only be by aileno- 
iug all stupid and clumsy people, all rigid 
parents, all diplomatic priests, all the horrible 
natures who lick their lips with a fierce zest 
over the pains that befall the men with whom 
they do not agree. I would teach a child, in 
defiance even of reasonj that God is the one 
Power that loves and understands him through 
thick and thin; that He punishes with an- 
guish and sorrow; that He exults in forgive- 
ness and mercy; that He rejoices in innocent 
happiness; that He loves courage, and bright- 
ness, and kindness, and cheerful self-sauriflce; 
that things mean, and vile, and impure, and 
oruel, are things that He does not love to 
ponish, but sad and soiling stains that He 
beholds with shame and tears. This, it seems 
to me, is the Gospel teaching about God, im- 
possible only because of the hardness of our 



L 



400 At Large 

heartB. Bnt if it toere poaeible, a child might 
grow to feel about Bin, not that it was a hoi- 
rible and UDpardonable failure, a thing to 
afflict oneself drearily about, but that it was 
rather a thing which, when once spurned, 
however humiliating, could minister to pro- 
gress, in a way in which nntronbled happineBH 
could not operate — to be forgotten, perhaps, 
but certainly to be forgiven; a privilege rather 
than a hindrance, a gate rather tiian a bar- 
rier; a shadow upon the path, out of which 
one would pass, with such speed as one might, 
into the blitheness of the free air and the warm 
Bun. I remember a terrible lecture which I 
heard as & little bewildered boy at school, 
anxious to do right, terrified of oppression, 
and coldness, and evil alike; given by a worthy 
Evangelical clergyman, with large spectacles, 
and a hollow voice, and a great relish for 
epiritual terrors. The subject was " the ex- 
ceeding sinfulness of sin," a proposition 
which I now see to be as true as if one lectured 
on the exceeding carnality of flesh. Bnt the 
lecture spoke of the horrible and filthy cor- 
ruption of the human heart, its determined 
delight in wallowing in evil, its desperate 
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B^ckedDeBB. I believed it, dully and hope- 
lessly, as a boy believes what is told Mm by 
a voluble elderly person of obvious respecta- 
bility. But what a detestable theory of life, 
what an ugly picture of Divine incompetence! 

Of oourse there are abundance of facte in 
the world which look like anything but 
love; — the ruthless and raeroiless punishment 
of carelessness and ignorance, the dark laws of 
heredity, the wastefulness and cruelty of 
disease, tbe dismal acquiescence of stupid, 
healthy, virtnous persons, without sympathy 
or imagination, in the hardships which they 
were strong enough to bear unscathed. One 
of the prime terrors of religion is tbe thought 
of the heavy-handed, unintelligent, tiresome 
men who would make it a monopoly if they 
oonld, and bear it triumphantly away from 
the bands of modest, bumble, quiet, and ten- 
der-hearted people, chiding them as nebulous 
optimists. 

Who are the people in this short life of ours 
whom one remembers with deep and abiding 
gratitude? Not those who have rebuked, and 
punished, and satirised, and humiliated us, 
striking down the strioken, and flattening the 
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proetrate — bnt the people who have been pa- 
tient with ue, and kind, who have believed in 
QB, and oomforted ns, and welcomed us, and 
forgiven na everything; who have given db 
largely of their love, who have lent without 
requiring payment, who have given oa emo- 
tional rather than prudential reasons; who 
have cared for us, not as a dntj bat by some 
divine instinct; who have made endless exonsea 
for us, believing that the true self was there 
and would emerge; who have pardoned our 
misdeede and forgotten our meannesses. 

This is what I would believe of God — that 
He is not our cenBoi'ious and severe critio, 
but our champion and lover, not loving us in 
spite of what we are, but because of what we 
are; who in the days of our strength rejoices 
in our joy, and does not wish to overshadow 
it, like the conscientious human mentor, with 
considerations that we most yet be withered 
like grass; and who, when the youthful ebul- 
lience dies away, and the spring grows weak, 
and we wonder why the zest has died out of 
simple pleasures, oiit of agreeable noise and 
etir, is still with us, reminding us that the 
wisdom we are painfully and surely gaining 
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in a deeper and more lasting quality than even 
the hot impulses of youth. 

Once in my life have I conceived what might 
have been, if I had had the skill to paint it, 
an immortal picture. It was thus : I was 
attending a Christmas morning service in a 
big parish church. I was in a pew facing east; 
close to me, in a transept, in a pew facing 
sideways, there sat a little old woman, who 
had hurried in just before the service began. 
She was a widow, living, I afterwards learned, 
in an almshouse hard by. She was old and 
feeble, very poor, and her life had been a 
series of calamities, relieved upon a back- 
ground of the hardest and humblest drudgery. 
She had lost her husband years ago by a pain- 
ful and terrible illness. She had lost her 
children one by one; she was alone in the 
world, save for a few distant and indifferent 
relatives. To get into the almshouse had been 
for her a stroke of incredible and inconceiv- 
able good fortune. She had a single room, 
with a tiny kitchen off it. 8he had very little 
to say for herself; she could hardly read. No 
one took any particular interest in hep; but 
she was a kindly, gallant, unselfish old soul, 
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alwaya ready to bear a hand, full of gratitude 
for the kindnesses she had reoeived — and God 
alone linows how few they had been. 

She had a email, ugly, homely face, with- 
ered and gnarled handa; and she was dressed 
that day in a little old bonnet of unheard-of 
age, and in dingy, frowsy black clothes, shiny 
and creased, that oame out of their boi per- 
haps half-a-dozen times a year. 

But this morning she was in a festal mood. 
She had tidied up her little room; she was go- 
ing to have a bit of meat for dinner, given 
her by a neighbour. She had been sent a 
Christmas card that morning, and had pored 
over it with delight. She liked the stir and 
company of the Ghuroh, and the cheerful air 
of the holly-berries. Bhe held her book up 
before her, though I do not suppose she was 
even at the right page. She kept up a little 
faint cracked singing in her thin old voice; but 
when they came to the hymn " Hark, the her- 
ald angels sing," which she had always known 
from childhood, she lifted up her head and 
sang more conrageouely : 

"Join the triumph of the skies! 
With the angelic host proclai 
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It was then that I had my Tidon. I do not 
know why, bat at the aight of the wrinkled 
face and the sound of the plaintive uplifted 
voice, singing such words, a sudden mist of 
tears came over my eyes. Then I saw that 
close behind the old dame there stood a very 
young and beautiful man, I could see the 
fresh curling hair thrown back from the clear 
brow. He was clothed in a dim robe, of an 
opalescent hue and misty texture, and his 
hands were olasped together. It seemed that 
he sang too; but his eyes were bent upon the 
old woman with a look, half of tender amuse- 
ment, and half of unutterable lovingness. 
The angelic host! This was one of that bright 
company indeed, going about the Father's 
business, bringing a joyful peace into the 
hearts of those among whom he moved. And 
of all the worshippers in that crowded church 
he had singled out the humblest and simplest 
for his friend and sister. I saw no more that 
day, for the lines of that presence faded oat 
upon the air in the gleams of the frosty eon- 
shine that came and went among the pillars. 
Rut if I could have painted the scene, the 
pure, untroubled face so close to the old, 
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worn features, the robes of light aide by side 
with the dingy human vestnj*, it wonid be a 
picture that no living eye that had rested 
on it ehould forget, 

Alas, that one cannot live in moments of 
inspiration like these! As life goes on, and 
as we begin perhaps to grow a little nearer 
to God by faith, we are confronted in onr own 
lives, or in the life of one very near us, by 
some intolerable and shameful catastrophe. 
A careless sin makes havoc of a life, and shad 
ows a home with shame; or some generous 
or unselfish nature, useful, beneficent, urgently 
needed, is struck down with a painful 
and hopeless malady. This, too, we say to 
ourselves, must oome from God; He might 
have prevented it if He had so willed. What 
are we to make of it? How are we to trans- 
late into terms of love what seems like an act 
of tyrannous indifference, or deliberate cruelty? 
Then, I think, it is well to remind ourselves 
that we can never know exactly the oonditionB 
of any other human soul. How little we know 
of onr own ! How little we could explain our 
case to another, even if we were utterly sin- 
cere ! The weaknesses of our nature are 
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jOfteD, very tenderly I woald believe, hidden 
^'from us; we think ourselves sensitive and 
weak, when in reality we are armed with 
a stnbborn breastplate of complaoenoy and 
pride; or we think ourselves strong, only be- 
cause the blows of circumstance have been 
spared us. The more one knows of the most 
afflicted lives, the more often the conviction 
fiashes across us that the afQiction ie not a 
wanton outrage, but a delicately adjusted 
treatment I remember once that a friend of 
mine had sent him a rare plant, which was set 
in a big flowerpot, close to a fountain-basin. 
It never throve; it lived indeed, putting out 
in the spring a delicate stunted foliage, though 
my friend, who was a careful gardener, could 
never divine what ailed it. He was away for 
a few weeks, and the day after he was gone, 
the flowerpot was broken by a careless garden- 
boy, who wheeled a barrow roughly past it; 
the plant, earth and all, fell into the water; 
the boy removed the broken pieces of the 
pot, and seeing that the plant had sunk to 
the bottom of the little pool, never tronbled 
his head to fish it out. When my friend re- 
turned, he noticed one day in the fountain a 
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new and Inxuriant growth of Bome un&nown 
plant. He made careful inquiries and found 
out what had happened. It then came out 
that the plant was in reality a water-plant, 
and that it had pined away in the stifling air 
for want of nourishment, perhaps dimly long- 
ing for the fresh bed of the pool. 

Even so has it been, times withoat number, 
with some starving and thirsty bouI, that has 
gone on feebly trying to live a maimed life, 
shut up in itself, ailing, feeble. There has 
descended upon it what looks at first sight like 
a calamity, some affliction unaccountable and 
irreparable; and then it proves that this waa 
the one thing needed ; that sorrow has brought 
out some latent unselflehness, or suflfering 
energised some unused faculty of strength and 
patience. 

But even if it is not so, if we cannot trace 
iu our own lives or the lives of others the bene- 
ficent influence of suffering, we can always 
take refuge in one thought. We can see that 
the one mighty and transforming power on 
earth is the power of love ; we see people make 
sacrifices, not momentary sacrifices, but life- 
long patient renunciations, for the sake of 
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one wbom they love; we see a great and pas- 
sionate affection touch into being a whole 
range of unsuspected powers; we see men and 
women utterly unconscious of pain and weari- 
ness, utterly unaware that they are acting 
without a thought of self, if they can but 
soothe the pain of one dear to them, or win a 
smile from beloved lips; it is not that the self- 
ishness, the indolence, ia not there, but it is 
all borne away upon a mighty stream, as the 
river-wrack spins upon the rising flood. 

If then this marvellous, this amazing power 
of love can cause men to make, with joy and 
gladness, sacrifices of which in their loveless 
days they would have deemed themselves and 
confessed themselves wholly incapable, ean 
we not feel with confidence that the power, 
which lies thus deepest in the heart of the 
world, lies also deepest in the heart of (Jod, of 
whom the world ia but a faint reflection? It 
cannot be otherwise. We may sadly ponder, 
indeed, why the love that has been, or that 
might have been, the strength of weary lives 
should be withdrawn or sternly withheld, bat 
we need not be afraid, if we have one gener- 
ous impulse tor another, if we ever put aside 
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a ceneoriouB critic might eay, fooliahlf end 
culpably, in supplying the dissolute boy with 
resources, and taking him back without a word 
of just reproach. A sad lack of moral disci- 
pline, no doubt! If be had kept the boy in 
fear and godlineee, if he had tied him down 
to honest work, the disaster need never have 
happened. Yet the old man, who went bo 
often at sundown, we may think, to the orest 
of the hill, from which he could see the long 
road winding over the plaiu to the far-off city, 
the road by which he had seen his son depart, 
light-heartedly and full of fierce joyful im- 
pulses, and along which he was to see the de- 
jected figure, BO familiar, so sadly marred, 
stumbling home — he is the mastir-spirit of the 
sweet and comforting scene. His heart is full 
of utter gladness, for the lost is found. He 
smiles upon the servants; he bids the house- 
hold rejoice; be can hardly, in his simple joy 
of heart, believe that the froward elder brother 
is vexed and displeaBed; and his words of en- 
treaty that the brother, too, will enter into the 
spirit of the hour, are some of the most pa- 
thetic and beautiful ever framed in human 
speech : " Son, thou art ever with me, and all 
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that I have ia thine; it was meet that we 
ehonld make merry, and be glad: for this thy 
brother was dead, and is alive again, and was 
lost, and is found." 

And this is, after all, the way in whioh God 
deals with us. He gives ua our portion to 
spend as we ohoose; He holds nothing back; 
and when we have wasted it and brought mis- 
ery upon onrselves, and return to Him, even 
for the worst of reasons, He has not a word 
of rebuke or caution ; He is simply and utterly 
filled with joy and love. There are a thousand 
texts that would disoonrage us, would bid us 
believe that God deals hardly with us, but 
it is men that deal hardly with ub, it is we 
that deal hardly with ourselves. This story, 
which is surely the most beautiful story in the 
world, gives us the deliberate thought of the 
Saviour, the essence of His teaching; and we 
may fling aside tiie bitter warnings of jealous 
minds, and cast ourselves upon the supreme 
hope that, if only we will return, we are dealt 
with even more joyfully than if we had never 
wandered at all. 

And then perhaps at last, when we have 
peeped again and again, through loss and Buf- 
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fering, at the dark background of life; when 
we have seen the dreariest corner of tlie 
lonely road, where the path grows eteep and 
miry, and the light is veiled by scudding clouil 
and dripping rain, there begins to dawn upon 
QB the sense of a beautiful and holy patieuce, 
the thought that these grey ashes of life, \u 
which the glowing trinders sink, which once 
were bright with leaping flame, are not the 
end — that the flame and glow are there, al- 
though momently dispersed. They have done 
their work; one is warmed and enlivened; one 
can sit still, feeding one's fancy on the laps- 
ing embers, just as one saw pictures in the fire 
as an eager child long ago. That high-hearted 
excitement and that curiosity have faded. 
Life is very different from what we expected, 
more wholesome, more marvellous, more brief, 
more inconclusive; but there is an intenser, 
if quieter and more patient, curiosity to wait 
and see what God is doing for us; and the 
orange-stain and green glow of the sunset, 
though colder and less jocund, is yet a far 
more mysterious, tender, and beautiful thing 
than the stead^ glow of the noonday sun, 
when the shining 8 lea darted hither and 
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thither, and the roses sent out their rich fra- 
graiio& There is fragranoe still, the fragrance 
of the eveoiog flowers, where the western win- 
dows look across the misty fields, to the 
thickening shadows of the tall tre^. But 
there is something that speaks in the gather- 
ing gloom, in the darkening sky with its flush 
of erimson tire, that did not speak in the sun- 
warmed garden and the dancing leaves; and 
what speaks ia the myaterioua love of God, a 
thing sweeter and more remote than the urgent 
bliss of the fiery noon, full of delicate mys- 
teries and appealing echoes. We have learned 
that the darkness is no darkness with Him; 
and the soul which beat her wings so passion- 
ately in the brighter light of the hot morn- 
ing, now at last begins to dream of whither 
she is bound, and the dear shade where she 
will fold her weary wing. 

How often has the soul in her dreariness 
cried out, " One effort more ! " But that is 
done with forever. She is patient now; she 
believes at last; she labours no longer at the 
oar, but she is borne upon the moving tide; 
she is on her way to the deep Heart of God. 




I HAVE wandered far enough in my thought, 
it would seem, from the lonely gt'auge in 
itB wide pastureB, and the calm expanse of 
fun ; and I should wish once more to bring my 
reader back home with me to the sheltered 
garden, and the orchard knee-deep in grass, 
and the embowering elms; for there is one 
word more to be said, and that may be beat 
said at home; though our experience is not 
limited by time or place. It was on the lonely 
ridge, strewn with boulders and swept by 
nightwinda, when the darkness closed in 
drearily about him, that Jacob, a homeless 
exile, in the hour of his utmost desolation, saw 
the ladder whose golden head was set at the 
very foot of God, thronged with bright mes- 
sengers of strength and hope. And again it 
was in the familiar homestead, with every 
corner rich in gentle memories, that the spirit 
of terror turned the bitter stream of anguish, 
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as from the vent of some thunderous cloud, 
upon the sad head of Job. We may turn a 
corner in life, and be confronted perhaps with 
an uncertain shape of grief and despair, whom 
we wonld fain banish from our shuddering 
sight, perhaps with some solemn form of 
heavenly radiance, whom we may feel reluc- 
tant in our unworthiness to entertain. But in 
either case, such times as those, when we 
wrestle all night with the angel, not knowing 
if he wiflhes us well or ill, ignorant of Ms 
name and hie mien alilie, are better thau hours 
spent in indolent contentment, in the realisa- 
tion of our placid and petty designs. For, 
after all, it is the quality rather than the 
quantity of onr experience that matters; it is 
easy enough to recognise that, when we are 
working light-heartedly and eagerly at some 
brave design, and seeing the seed we plant 
springing np all about us in fertile rows in the 
garden of God. But what of those days when 
our lot seems only to endure, when we can 
neither scheme nor execute, when the old volu- 
bility and vitality desert us, and our one care 
is just to make our dreary presence as little 
of a burden and a shadow as possible to those 
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whom we love? We most then remind 
selves, not once or twice, that notliing can 
separate ns from the Father of all, even though 
our own wilfulness and perversity may have 
drawn about us a cloud of sorrow. We are 
perhaps most in God's mind when we seem 
most withdrawn from Him. He is nearer us 
when we seek for Him and cannot find Him, 
than when we forget Him in laughter and 
self-pleasing. And we must remember too 
that it is neither faithful nor fruitful to abide 
wilfully in sadness, to clasp our cares close, 
to luxuriate in them. There is a beautiful 
story of Mrs. Charles Kingsley, who long sur- 
vived her husband. Never perhaps had two 
souls been united by so close a bond of chiv- 
alry and devotion. " Whenever I find myself 
thinking too much about Charles," she said 
in the days of her grief, " I find and read the 
most sensational novel I can. People may 
think it heartless, but hearts were given us to 
love with, not to break." And we must deal 
with oar sorrows as we deal with any other 
gift of God, courageously and temperately, not 
faint-heartedly or wilfully; not otherwise can 
they be blest to us. We must not pettiBhly 
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reject oonsolation and distraction. Pain is a 
great angel, but we nmst wrestle witb him, 
until he blesa us! and the blessings he can 
bring us are first a wholesome shame at our 
old selfish ingratitude in the untroubled days, 
when we took oare aud pleasure greedily; and 
next, if we meet him faithfully, he can make 
our heart go out to all our brothers and sis- 
ters who Buffer in this brief and troubled life 
of ours. For we are here to learn something, 
if we can but spell it out ; and thus it is mor- 
bid to indulge regrets and remorse too much 
over our failures and mistakes; for it is 
through them that we learn. We must be as 
brave as we can, and dare to grudge no pang 
that brings us nearer to the reality of things. 
Reality ! that is the secret; for we who live 
in dreams, who pursue beauty, who are 
haunted as by a passion for that sweet quality 
that thrills alike in the wayside flower and the 
orange pomp of the setting sun, that throbs 
in written word and uttered melody, that calls 
to U8 suddenly and secretly in the glance of 
an eye and the gesture of a hand, — we, I say, 
who discern these gracious motions, tend to 
live in them too luxuriously, to idealise life, to 
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make ont of our daily pilgrimage, our goings 
and oomingB, a golden untroubled picture; it 
need not be a false or a base effort to escape 
from what is sordid or distaetefnl; bnt for 
all that we run a sore risk in yielding too 
placidly to our visions; and, as with the Lady 
of Shalott, it may be well for ns if our woven 
web be rent aside, and our magio mirror 
broken; nay, even if death comes to us at the 
close of the mournful song. Thus then we 
draw near and look reluctant and dismayed 
into the bare truth of things. We see, it 
may be, our poor pretences tossed aside, and 
the embroidered robe in which we have striven 
ti> drape our leanness torn from us; but we 
must gaze as steadily as we can, and pray tbat 
the vision be not withdrawn till it has wi'onght 
its perfect work within us; and then, with 
energies renewed, we may set out again on 
pilgrimage, happy in this, that we no longer 
mistake the arbour of refreshment for the goal 
of our journey, or the quiet house of welcome, 
that receives ue in the hour of weariness, for 
the heavenly city, with all its bright mansions 
and radiant palaces. 

It is experience that matters, as I have said; 
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not what we do, but how we do it. The ma- 
terial things that we collect about oa in our 
passage through life, that we cling to so pa- 
thetically, and into which something of onr 
very selves seems to pass, these things are 
little else than snaroB and hindrances to our 
progress — lilte the clay that sticks to the feet 
of the traveller, like the burden of useless 
things that he carries painfully with him, 
things which he cannot bring himself to throw 
away because they might possibly turn out to 
be useful, and which meanwhile clank and 
clatter fruitlessly about the laden beast, and 
weigh him down. What we have rather to do 
is to disengage ourselves from these things: 
from the money which we do not need, but 
which may help us some day ; from the luxu- 
ries we do not enjoy; from the furniture wa 
trail about with us from home to home. All 
those things get a hold of us and tie us to 
earth, even when the associations with them 
are dear and tender enough. The mistake we 
make is not in loving them — they are or can 
be signs to us of the love and care of God — but 
we must refrain from loving the possession of 
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Take for ingtance one of the leaet muDdane 
of tbiogs, the knowledge we painfallf acquire, 
and the poseesBion of which breeds in as Bnch 
lively satiHfaction. If it is our duty to ac- 
quire knowledge and to impart it, we mast 
acquire it; but it is the faithfulness with whicb 
:we toil, not the aecumnlationa we gain, that 
is blessed to us — " knowledge oomee but wis- 
dom lingers," sajs the poet — and it is the 
heavenly wisdom of which we ought to be in 
search; for what remains to us of our equip- 
ment, when we part from the world and mi- 
grate elsewhere, is not the actual stuff that 
we have collected, whether it be knowledge or 
money, but the patience, the diligence, the 
care which we have exercised in gaining these 
things, the character, as aflfected by the work 
we have done; but our mistake is to feel that 
we are idle and futile, unless we have tangible 
pesnlts to show; when perhaps the hours in 
which we sat idle, out of misery or mere feeble- 
ness, are the most fruitful hours of all for the 
growth of the soul, 

The great savant dies. What is lost? Not I 
a single fact or a single truth, but only hiBj 
apprehension, his collection of certain truths ;ij 
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not a single law of nature perishes or is altered 
thereby. We measure worth by prominence 
and fame; but the destiny of the Bimplest and 
Tilbst of the human raoe i» as august, as 
momentous as the destiny of the mightiest 
king or conqueror; it is not our admiration 
of each other that weighs with God, but our 
nearness to, our dependence on Him. Yet, 
even so, we must not deceive ourselves in the 
matter. We must be sure that it is the peace 
of God that we indeed desire, and not merely 
a refined kind of leisure; that we are in search 
of simplicity, and not merely afraid of work. 
We must not glorify a mild spectatorial pleas- 
ure by the name of philosophy, or excuse our 
Indolence under the name of contemplation. 
We must abstain deliberately, not tamely hang 
back ; we must desire the Kingdom of Heaven 
for itself, and not for the sake of the things 
that are added if we seek it. If the Scribes 
and Pharisees have their reward for ambition 
and self-seeking, the craven soul has its re- 
ward too, and that reward is a sick emptiness 
of spirit And then if we have erred thus, 
if we have striven to pretend to ourselves that 
we were careless of the prize, when in reality 
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we only feared the battle, what can 
How can we repair our mistake? There is but 
one way; we ean own the pitiful fault, and 
not attempt to glorify it; we can face the 
experience, take our petty and shameful wa( 
and OEBt oureelves afresh, in onr humiliatioi 
and weakness, upon God, rejoicing that we 
can at least feel the shame, and enduring the 
chastisement with patient hopefulness; for 
that very suffering is a sign that God has not 
left us to ourselves, but is giving us perforce 
the purification which we could not take to 
onrselvea. 

And even thus, life is not all an agony, 
battle, an endurance; there are sweet hours of 
refreshment and tranquillity between the twi- 
light and the dawn ; hours when we can rest a 
little in the shadow, and see the brimming 
stream of life flowing quietly but surely to its 
appointed end, I watched today an old shep- 
herd, on a wide field, moving his wattled 
hurdles, one by one, in the slow, golden after- 
noon ; and a whole burden of anxious thoughts 
fell off me for a while, leaving me full of a 
quiet hope for an end which was not yet, bnt 
that certainly awaited me; of a day when I too 
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might perhaps move as unrefleotinglj, as 
calmly, in harmony with the everlasting Will, 
as the old man moved about his familiar task. 
Why that harmony should be bo blurred and 
broken, why we should leave undone the things 
that we desire to do, and do the things that we 
do not desire, that is still a deep and sad mys- 
tery; yet even in the hour of our utmost wil- 
fulness, we can never wander beyond the range 
of the Will that has made us, and bidden ua 
to be what we are. And thus as I sit in this 
low-lit hoar, there steals upon the heart the 
message of hope and healing; the soent of the 
great ayringa bush leaning out into the twi- 
light, the sound of the fitful breeze laying 
here and there a caressing hand upon the 
leaves, the soft radiance of the evening star 
hung in the green spaces of the western sky, 
each and all blending into incommunicable 
dreams. 
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The book is nol a sctcnCiRc treatise on education, but it 
is filled with practical sngge.slioDs that come out of the author's 
long eipeiicDce as a teacher in an English public schcnl. 
What he Bays of teaching is di'signed to indicate the spirit in 
which he believes a man should enter Upon the pedagr>g;icai 
vocation, the attitude he should take towards his pupils, and 
the group of qualities which he should sedulously cultivate. 
Among the assets of a successful pedagogue, Mr. Benson 
thinks sympathy with boys. tacl. dignity, firmness, good- 
natured irony are of prime importance. 
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In the essay Mr. Benson is at his best and here he is in 
his best vein. An atmosphere of rest and tranquil thought- 
fulness envelopes the reader, as he peruses this book so full of 
sage reflection, humor, shrewd observation, and serviceable 
thought ; so fluent, accurate, and beautiful in style ; so pleas- 
ingly varied in cadence. Mr. Benson's books have been well 
called " ministering books," and such they are in the sense 
that Ihey present to the reader a great number of ideas, wise 
thoughts, and suggestions which can be successfully put into 

Eractice in the daily round and common task of every man's 
fe. Indeed it is the combination of charm of manner and 
humble serviceableness that have drawn about Mr. Benson his 
large circle of friendly and appreciative readers. 
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A Pew Press Criticisms on 
Shelburfie Essays 

" It )■ a pleasure to hail In Mr. More a genuine critic, for 
genuine critics in America in these days are uncommonly 
scarce. . . . We recommend, as a sample of liis breadth, 
style, acumen, and power the essay on Tolstoy in the present 
volume. That represents criticism that has not merely 
a metropolitan but a world note. , . , One is thoroughly 
grateful to Mr. More for the high quality of hia thought, his 
serious purpose, and his excellent style." — Harvard Crado' 
alts' Magaxiiu. 

"We do not know at any one now writing who gives 
evidence of a better critical equipment than Mr. More. It 
is rare nowadays to find a writer so thoroughly familiar with 
both ancient and modem thought. It Is this width of view, 
this intimate acquaintance with so much of the best that has 
been thongbt and said in the world, irrespective of local 
prejudice, that constitute Mr. Mote's strei^b as a critic. 
He has been able to form for himself a sound literary canon 
and a sane philosophy of life which constitute to our miod 
his peculiar merit as s critic" — IndepmdaU. 

" He is familiar with classical, Oriental, and English 
literature; he uses a temperate, ludd, weighty, and not 
ungraceful style ; he is aware of his best predecessors, and is 
apparently on the way to a set of philosophic principles 
which should lead him to a high and perhaps influential 
place in criticism. . , . We believe that we are in the 
presence of a critic who must be counted among the first who 
take literature and life for their theme." — Londeti ^tattr. 
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